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(ONG-AID WINS ORCHID AWARD 


Named “Orchid of All Hair Dressings” 


by One of America’s Leading Beauticians 





GLAMOUR IS THE ‘‘WORD”’ 


Yes, says a National Champion Hair Stylist, one word de- 
scribes Long-Aid—glamourous. “There is only one reason why 
women come into my beauty salon ... to become glamourous! 

And after years of working with every hair dressing you 
ran buy, I finally found the one hair dressing that fills the 

—Long-Aid. Long-Aid spells G-L-A-M-O-U-R in capital 
letters for every woman’s hair. 

I mean it. And I can prove it.” 


WHAT IS YOUR HAIR PROBLEM? 


Do you have dry, too curly hair... hair that simply will 
not stay under control for you to dress and manage? Then, 
isten to this. Wonderful Long-Aid brings your curly, unruly 
air under its magical control right away. Makes it look longer, 
so easy for you to style and manage... protects it 
gainst moisture, perspiration. 

Maybe you're plagued by that short, fine hair around the 
forehead, temples . . . the back of your neck. Stubborn little 
hair that kinks up, and just will not blend in with your coif- 
e. It's true—Long-Aid puts an end to that age-old problem. 
‘ry it once and you'll see. 

Then you'll never want to be without Long-Aid. Its results 
re truly magnificent. 


softer 


TRY OTHER FAMOUS LONG-AID PRODUCTS 
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LONG-AID SULPHUR 









$1.00 LONG-AID 
FLOWING HOT OIL 
$1.10 
LONG-AID 
SHAMPOO PLUS 
EGG CONCENTRATE 
79¢ LONG-AID 


ACTALAN SOAP 
It’s Medicated. 60c 
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OR DO YOU HAVE... 


a scalp condition? Embarrassed by itching irritations . . 
loose, ugly dandruff? Then look no further. This “orchid” 
of hair dressings actually relieves dry, thirsty scalp. Relieves 
worrisome dandruff, those itching irritations. Really keeps 
your hair fresh, so clean smelling. 

I could go on and on singing Long-Aid’s praises. I know 
from personal experience that Long-Aid will give you the 
beautiful, lustrous . . . just naturally glamourous hair style 
you want. Quickly. Easily. Believe me. 

And never forget this one important fact: Long-Aid makes 
hair look longer! 


WHY AMERICA’S FINEST? 


Three very special ingredients! Nature’s own lanolin to help 
short, growing hair look wonderfully longer. New miracle K-7 
to kill certain scalp bacteria, relieve dandruff, itching. Amaz- 
ing deltyl prime to keep hair straight, protect it against 
moisture. 

A scientific blend of these and other fine ingredients make 
Long-Aid the amazing hair dressing it is. This secret formula 
cannot be touched by ordinary hair dressings. 


FREE HAIR CARE BOOKLET 

Don’t hesitate a minute! Order Long-Aid today ... and be 
sure and ask for the new FREE Hair Care Booklet, “Orchids 
In Your Hair,’ now available from the Long-Aid Company. 
That’s Long-Aid, in the pretty pink jar—only $1 on absolute 
money back guarantee. Once you've tried Long-Aid you, too, 
will say “Orchids to Long-Aid.” 

It’s America’s finest hair dressing. 


MAIL NO RISK COUPON NOW---; 


Long-Aid Company, Dept. T-13A 
P. O. Box 2505, Memphis, Tenn. 
Please rush me the Long-Aid products checked below. Cash, 
check or money order enclosed. 
[|] Send me FREE Hair Care a 
— Booklet “Orchids in Your 


Long-Aid Shampoo Plus 
Egg Concentrate 79c (no 


Hair’? with my order. tax) 
O Long-Aid with K-7 $1.10 O ae Sulphur $1 (no 
— (C) Long-Aid Flowing Hot Oil 
() Long-Aid with K-7 large $110 (incl. tax) 


Long-Aid Actalan Soap 60c 
(no tax) 


economy 


size $3.30 (incl. 
tax) O 


(No C.O.D.’s outside continental U.S. No order shipped less 
than $1.00. IMPORTANT! You save C.O.D. and postage 
charges by sending full amount with order. Orders $5 or 
over at least 14 deposit required.) 
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ADDRESS 





CITY STATE 
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with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’s new scientific formula 















works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 





id” 
ves 
eps 
10W 
the 
tyle 
kes If you've been looking ana 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
\elp ‘ 
K-7 more beautiful and glamorous 
oe appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
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answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
- to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 
ula 
helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 
with shining billows of 
be long, lustrous hair you’ve 
a always wanted. If the length of 
; . 
ute your hair has been affected by its 
too, 


undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 
our generous no risk offer. 
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Mail coupon for no risk offer! 
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RAVEEN Dept. 1-9 
Honey back quarantee 1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 
= Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guaranteed no 
Try RAVEEN according to direc- risk offer. 
tions. If not completely satisfied, re- Ct enclose $1.20 CD Send C.0.D. plus postage 
turn unused portion of jar and full aad 





purchase price will be immediately 
refunded. 





Address. 








City State. 
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n proud | finally made up my mind— 

and joined the millions of smart young 
moderns who choose Tampax! 

That one wonderful decision gave me 
a whole new joyous outlook toward 

problem days”! Brought me such free- 
dom of mind and motion—that now I 
can all but forget about differences in 

lays of the month! No more struggling 
with pads and belts... No more chaf- 
ing .. . No more odor! 

[ampax® internal sanitary protection 
s invisible and unfelt when in 
place. It’s so simple to insert, 
change, dispose of. Extras tuck 
away inconspicuously. Know for 
yourself the glorious difference Tampax 
makes—in poise, in confidence! 

Make up your mind—as I did—to 
change to Tampax! Proved by millions 
to be the better way—the modern way! 
Regular, Super, Junior absorbencies, 
wherever drug products are sold. Tampax 
Incorporated, Palmer, Mass. 
















Invented by a doctor— 
now used by millions of women 
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EDITOR 


THE BARE FACTS 
I have just finished reading “Confessions Of 
A Nude Model” in your July issue. Well, all J 
can say is, to each his (or her) own. 
Clara Martin 
Boston, Mass. 


I think the most interesting story that you 
have printed in TAN in a long time was “Con- 
fessions Of A Nude Model.” I had never 
thought much about how girls get into such 
work, or just what was involved, except per- 
haps what the average person thinks. Miss 
Marjorie Zinn did a good job of opening my 
eyes. I’m sure the. facts must have been sur- 
prising to a lot of other people, too. 

George Canfield 
Atlanta, Ga. 


Okay, so I read “Confessions Of A Nude 
Model.” But what I want to know is, did she 
confess all? 

Billy Thomas 
Chicago, III. 


DISAPPOINTED 


I think TAN is great. I am very disap- 
pointed, however, with your magazine for not 
having written a story on Chuck Willis, who 
is no longer with us. He was one of the 
greatest recording artists. I am also colored 
and like to see our people get the recognition 
they deserve. How about doing a story on him 
real soon? Let us not forget him. 

Mrs. Carl R. Long 
E] Campo, Texas 


STORIES TOO SHORT 
I have been reading TAN since the first time 
it was printed. I like it very much, but only 
have one fault to find. The stories are very 
good but entirely too short. I am sure you can 
afford more printing matter to make a larger 
size magazine. Please try and give more. 


Thank you. 
Rebecca C. Whitted 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 


ADMIRES FASHION MODELS 

This month I picked up a Tan magazine 
and found that it was very interesting and 
I enjoyed it very much. I am not colored, but 
I don’t hold anything against the colored peo- 
ple. When I was going to school I used to 
defend some of the colored girls and we all 
got along fine with one another. I admire the 
light colored women, some of them are more 
beautiful than some of us white. In your June 
issue, the models for your “Convertible Hair 
Styles” and the “Important Dress For June” 
are all very pretty. It is a pleasure to read 
how Negroes are making something of them- 
selves both culturally and financially. 

A Friend To All 
Fond du Lac, Wis. 








All the world’s 
a stage... 


















AND YOU'LL BE THE STAR... with your 
brighter, lovelier complexion 


Be pretty! Be popular! If you 
want to give romance a chance, 
begin with your skin. There is 
no beauty secret more important 
than a clear, bright complexion. 
And there is no surer way to win 
lovely skin than with NADINOLA 
Bleaching Cream. 


Brighter, clearer skin can be 
yours quicker! Don’t let a dull, 
dark complexion rob you of ro- 
mance. Don’t let oily skin, big 
pores, blackheads cheat you of 
charm. Don’t let a poor complex- 
ion make you look lots older than 
you are. For a change of face, try 
Napinota! Nothing—absolutely 
nothing—will improve your com- 
plexion so many ways, s0 fast! 
Don’t keep your beauty a secret! 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 
Just one jar will make your complexion brighter, 


clearer, and lovelier. 


Contains wonder-working A-M! 
This remarkable medicated in- 
gredient of NADINOLA penetrates 
the skin cells—works deep down 
within to brighten and lighten 
your complexion, fade weathered 
brown spots, combat blackheads 
and externally caused pimples. 
Your skin feels cleansed and clear- 
ed, fresh and fascinating, glow- 
ing and glamorous. Friends will 
say you look years younger! 

Two types of Nadinola—one is 
for you! Regular NADINOLA, in 
the black box, is for dry skin. 
Napinoia Deluxe, in the pink 
box, is for oily skin. Buy either, 
with our guarantee of satisfac- 
tion or money back. NADINOLA, 
Paris, Tennessee. 



















| am a constant reader of your magazine and 
would like very much to become a member of 
your Pen Pal column. I live in a small town 
and am very lonely. I would like to correspond 
with young men between the ages of 25 and 35. 
| am 28 years old and 5/8”, weigh 130 lbs. and 
light brown skinned. My hobbies are sports 
and music. I will answer all letters. 
Jennie Ruth Barnes 
Route 1, Box 428 
Austell, Ga. 


| enjoy reading TAN magazine very much 

and would like to have my name in your Pen 

Pal column. I am 34, light brown skinned and 

1 Christian. I will answer all letters and ex- 
change photos. 

Thomas Smith 

P. O. Box 242 

Haskell, Okla. 


\s | am very much interested in having Pen 
Pals, | would appreciate it very much if you 
would please print my name in your Pen Pal 
column. I have been an avid reader of TAN, 
Ebony and Jet for a long time and enjoy all of 
them very much. Besides reading, my hobbies 
are crocheting, writing letters, movies and 
dancing. I am 25, 5'6” and weigh 150 lbs. 
Would like to hear from young men between 
the ages of 27 and 54. I will answer all letters 
and exchange photos if necessary. 

Emily Cummings 

3 Rousseau Crescent 
Crossroads P. O. 
Kingston, Jamaica, B.W.I. 


| am writing to ask you if you will please 
correct a mistake made in the Pen Pal column. 
The sentence stated “I would like to corre- 
spond with nice looking men between the ages 


of 19 and 21.” Actually, it should have read: 

| would like to correspond with nice men be- 

tween the ages of 19 and 21.” Thank you very 
much 

Helen Chaplin 

P. O. Box 83 


Sayville, L. I., N. Y. 


| would like to correspond with boys be- 
tween the ages of 18 and 25. I am half Cana- 
dian, Indian and Negro. I have brown hair, 
hazel eyes, light brown complexion, weigh 110 
lbs., and 5’4”. I will write to anybody, regard- 
less of race, and promise to answer all letters 

with photos if necessary. 
Rose Durnell 


339 West 15th St., Apt. 3 
Chester, Penna. 


| am a reader of your circulated publica- 
tions, TAN, Jet and Ebony magazines and find 
them all very interesting and educational, as 
al! Guianese, including myself, enjoy reading 
them. | am asking that you please publish my 
name and address in your Pen Pal column. | 
am a lad 28 years old and interested in cor- 
responding with Pen Pals of all ages, both 
male and female. You can be assured that all 


6 








PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


correspondence would be answered immedi- 

ately. My hobbies are trading stamps, exchang- 
ing novelties, gifts and magazines. 

Vibert Marshall 

71 Anira Street 

Queenstown, Georgetown 

British Guiana, Demerara 


My first copy of TAN impressed me so I am 
forced to write you and ask that you please 
publish my name and address in your Pen Pal 
column. I am 23 years old, 5’4”, weight 128 
Ibs., with black hair. I am a native of Ghana 
and very lonely. Would like to have Negro 
American girl from any one of the states be- 
tween the ages of 25 and 29. Will gladly an- 
swer all letters and exchange photos if neces- 
sary. 

S. K. Barnes 
WAAC Signals 
Post Office Box 529 
Accra, Ghana 


I read TAN magazine often and especially 
enjoy the Pen Pal column. I would like to 
correspond with young men between the ages 
of 19 and 24. I am 17 years old, 5’ 5” and 
weigh 116 lbs. I have dark brown hair, brown 
eyes and a light brown complexion. I enjoy 
dancing and I like jazz and sports. I will 
exchange photos and answer all letters. 

Vicky Menes 
5250 Maffitt 
St. Louis 13, Mo. 


I am an avid TAN reader and enjoy it very 
much. I am 18 and very lonesome and would 
like to correspond with Pen Pals between the 
ages of 19 and 29. I am a Negro, 5'7” and 
weigh 142 lbs., with a tan complexion, black 
hair and brown eyes. I have been living in 
Gary for two years and will try to answer all 
letters and exchange photos if necessary. 

Hattie M. Mims 
P. O. Box 1542 
Gary, Ind. 


I would be very grateful if you would please 
publish this letter in your Pen Pal section. 
I am 23 and unmarried. I was born in West 
Africa and have now been living in London 
studying engineering. My interests are music, 
sports and picnics. I would like to correspond 
with boys and girls between the ages of 17 
and 25 from all parts of the world and Britain. 
Will answer all letters and exchange photos. 

Michael F. Akingbule 
43 Swimbrook Road 
London W 10, England 


I would like to have my name printed in 
your Pen Pal column. I am 16 years old, 5’4” 
and weigh 120 lbs. and a junior in high school. 
I am of medium brown complexion, measure- 
ments 36-24-36 and I would like to correspond 
with young males between the ages of 17 and 
23. I prefer high school, Army or college boys. 

Virginia Newsom 
P. O. Box 25 
Lynchburg, Tenn. 


| enjoy your magazine very much and would 

like to have my name in your Pen Pal section. 

I am 14 years old, 5’8” and weigh 125 lbs. My 

complexion is light and I have brownish hair 

and light brown eyes. I will answer all letters, 

but I prefer young boys between the ages of 
14 and 17. Girls are all right, too. 

Minnie Chapman 

2607 Peacock Street 

Macon, Ga. 


| am a TAN reader and would like to hear 
from young boys between the ages of 15 and 
20. I am 15 years old, considered to be very 
nice looking, 5’4”, and weigh 116 lbs. I will 
be happy te exchange photos and promise to 


answer all letters. 
Mary L. Moore 
Route 2, Box 71 
Okolona, Miss. 


Will you please publish my name so that | 
might correspond with nice looking girls be 
tween the ages of 17 and 21. I am 18 years 
old, light brown skinned and weigh 165. I am 
in the Marine Corps and stationed in Alaska. 
Please print my letter so I can hear from some 
young ladies. 

Pfc. Kerry Howard, 1661153 USMC 
Mar. Bks., ey Box 22, Navy 230 
Yo P. M., Seattle, Wash. 


| am an ardent reader of TAN and would 
like for you to include my letter in your Pen 
Pal section. I live in a small town. I don't 
meet too many people and get very lonesome. 
My profession is nursing. I am 20 years old, 
5’1” and weigh 127 lbs. Like most sports, 
basketball particularly and enjoy writing and 
cooking. Will answer all letters as well as 
exchange photos if desired. 
Betty M. Lawrence 
311 Andrew St. 
Pineville, La. 


Do lend a listening ear and respond to my 
request for Pen Pals. I am a Jamaican girl, 
considered attractive and having a fairly good 
figure. I am 29, 58%” and weigh 140 lbs. | 
would like to have a male Pen Pal between 
the ages of 30-45 or older. I will answer all 
letters regardless of race, color or creed. | 
interest myself in most things and my hobbies 
are reading, movies, dancing and sports. Will 
exchange photos and friendly letters with Pen 
Pals even if their hobbies differ. 

Violette Lewis 

18% Central Road, Kencot 
Half Way Tree, P. 0. 
Jamaica, B. W. |. 


I am a lonely girl and like writing and re- 
ceiving letters. I am a Negro Jamaican, 5 
5%", 22 years of age. I would like to ¢ 
respond with Negro men from the U.S.A., 
tween the ages of 25-46. I will gladly a 
all letters and send photos if desired. 

Bery] Bourne 
Section 11- on Cockburn Pea 
ey Park P. : 
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By Eve Lynne 


EAR EVE, 

I have quite a problem. Although 
I am happily married, my husband and 
I both work and my mother-in-law lives 
with us. We get along fine except for 
this one thing: she opens all my mail if 
it is addressed to me personally and pre- 
tends over and over she opened it by mis- 
take. What shall I do? My husband 


only laughs when I complain. 


T. M. W. 


Dear T.M.W. 

The old girl probably needs glasses. 
Suggest this to her in a kindly way. If 
this doesn’t work, put a new lock on the 
mail box! 


Dear Eve, 

I’ve got a tough one. I am male, 
white, 35 years old, 6 feet tall, blonde 
hair and blue eyes, and considered fairly 
good looking. I’ve traveled quite a bit 
to Europe and all over America. | like 
jazz and classics and consider myself an 
amateur composer. 

My problem is this: 
beautiful women of your race, their un- 
derstanding and warmth just seem to 
reach out to a guy. I’ve been introduced 
to several at jazz concerts, bars, etc., but 
none of them take me seriously—why ? 

Believe me, my intentions are most 
honorable if I find the right one. I have 
an ample income from my family to sup- 
port a wife. I would like any place she 
preferred, even Europe. Help! 

A Marriageable Male 


I admire the 


Dear Marriageable, 

Perhaps you’ve been looking in the 
wrong places for the right type. Few 
girls can go home and say “Look, Mom, 
I found him in a bar.” Contact some 
good families first and then 
Go in by the front door. 


make 
friends. 


Dear Eve, 

I am in love with a man whom I| have 
been in love with for six years. He mar- 
ried on me, and now he and his wife are 
separated. He tells me that he loves me, 
but goes steady with another girl and 
sees me about twice a month and still 
tells me that he loves me the best. 

What shall I do, let him go or not? I 
really think I should. 


Sincerely, 
Edna 
Dear Edna, 
You said it, and just as fast as you 
can! 
Dear Eve, 


I have quite a problem. I’ve been mar- 
ried six months and suddenly my hus- 
band doesn’t want me to wear any kind 
of make-up at all. He says I look better 
without it and gets furious if I wear any. 
I am considered quite attractive and | 
don’t over do it, and I also don’t want 
to stop wearing it. What shall I do? 

Mrs. Cleanface 


Dear Mrs. Cleanface, 

If you were wearing it when you met 
and married him, I quite agree with you. 
Stick to your guns. 


Dear Eve, 

I’m in love with another man’s wife. 
She say she loves me too and doesn’t 
want me to date other girls. I’m eligible 
and lonesome because this girl can’t get 
out of the house too often to spend time 
with me. What shall I do? 

Mr. Miserable 


Dear Mr. Miserable, 

The first thing you should do is forget 
that other man’s wife. The fact that she 
says she loves you makes no difference 
as long is she is legally tied to another. 
Use your eligibility where it’s lawful, 
and if you think you’re lonesome now, 
just think how lonesome it is in the 
cemetery—where a lot of men who 
fooled around with other men’s wives 
now are. 





























Want PLENTY of money for a few spare hours 


a week? Just show young men, college or high 
school students, America’s newest. postest ee 
craze... Mason mpus King. They wi 

school ‘etter or. personal initial 


big, quick cash Soee—aet big Bonuses 
and Prizes every month you work 


Kampus Kings come in 121 exciting color com- 
binations, ideal for schools, colleges, fraternities, 
nds, etc., penne up an entirely new and 
table market for the men handling the big, 
line of this 54-year 


We send you a “Shoe Business Outfit”’ showing 
210 fast-cclling shoes for men and women, for 
Son oa a. We send it FREE, even 
PHN ye pping cost. It contains EVERY- 
ING you need fo wart making good money 


se offer convenience, fit and service no store 
can match. You have no ex = 


in one evening. Yes, “the "s the limi 
are willing to WORK in gre splendid tae 


WHAT A LINE OF SHOES! 


Rush the cou NOW and start opting money 
with covdiutionses. Wh Sole shoes, Sylfiex 
water-repellent y, Rist Horsehide Leather 
Jackets, Shu-Lok Laceless shoes, Steel-Toe 
Safety 9 ees to fill the footwear 
needs of EVERYBODY you talk with. Start 
when you like. Meanwhile, ge yy 
wi you li nwhi o* your own a 
the family shoes at 


Rush the feces i glad for the rest 
of your life that you Se es Big Money 


MASON NOE MES. 60; Deer F274 


RUSH COUPON FOR FREE SELLING OUTFIT 


g MASON SHOE MFG. CO., ” 
Dep't F-274 Chippewe Falls, Wisconsin. . 
: OK, Ned. Rush that FREE Shoe Business Outfit, 8 
§ and show me how to — vp to $960 a month for § 
a faking ay grates 8 oe. Rush everything I need g 
to get started the minute I receive the Outfit. 8 
H 6 
s OPP TTT Te Titi tty Teel ' 
7 
8 ee a ne ee ey eee H 
EL Goicakvccaciviascagmeuceen GS. ix ices a 
J 
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N? MATTER how close the average 
wife gets to her husband, marriage 
experts say, she never really knows him. 
Even after a brief honeymoon or a life- 
time together, few women ever seem to 
find out what makes their men tick. De- 
spite the volume of lovelorn advice on 
how to pick a good mate, most of the 
weaker sex don’t realize what they have 
until they’ve got him. And then, some- 
times, both of them have had it. 
Not all nuptials end on this forelorn 
note. Many a wife, who didn’t know 





You’ve slept beside him for more nights 
than you can count, but have you ever 
wondered if he might prefer twin beds? 






ix 
“ 


vat manner of creature is 
Pe 9 4 d 
this man you’ ve married. 
prisingly enough, many 


s who have been mar- 


for years don’t know the 


answer 





what she was getting into, still found 
happiness after she said “I do.” Others, 
who thought their naive dreams of 
Prince Charming were coming true, 
awakened in the strong arms of an av- 
erage Joe and liked it. Some, simply 
put up with what they got. 

Most couples could be like Betty and 
Harry, whose faces light up whenever 
they speak of each other, although they 
have been married fifteen years. How 
do they keep that way? Betty certainly 
comes running home because Harry has 


hurt her feelings. He goes out with the 
boys when he can’t stand home any long- 
er. She has no interest in his business 
or his sports. Their bridge game is per- 
fect. What makes them stay in love? 

To Betty, the answer is simple. She 
knows what her husband wants and she 
gives it to him. But to the successful 
wife there is more to that age-old formu- 
la for a happy marriage than being a 
chef in the kitchen, a lady in the parlor 
and a hussy in the bedroom. Betty just 
puts her man first, always. There are 
other wives who do, too, but are you one 
of them? In order to think of your man 
first, you must know him better and vice 
versa. According to the Institute of Fam- 
ily Relations in Los Angeles, these are 
some traits wives ought to recognize in 
their husbands. 

1. Is he smarter than you? He prob- 
ably isn’t, but you should never admit it. 

2. Is he considerate? A survey shows 
the greatest cause of disappointment 
among wives are husbands who are in- 
considerate, but the little woman only 
gripes instead of talking the problem 
over. If your man drops cigarette ashes 
on the rug, throws newspapers around 
the house, never washes the dinner 
dishes and forgets all your birthdays, 
face up to the problem—with him. 

3. What kind of work does he do? 
Most wives, sadly, don’t know and don’t 
care what the “old man” does on the job 
as long as he brings the check home. 
The fallacy in this attitude is that hubby 
sometimes stops coming home. Find out 
about his work and it may help you un- 
derstand why. 

Working wives, experts say, have a 
special problem. They should know how 
their husbands feel about their job. 
Many couples who find themselves facing 
a break-up are surprised to learn that 
the old conception of man power is at 
the root of their difficulties. 
such family,” says a social worker, “it 
took me four months to dig through 
mass complaints, minor irritations and 
family squabbles to get at the root of the 
trouble. Neither husband nor wife had 
any idea of what the source of friction 
was. It all stemmed from hurt mascu- 
line pride because the wife was working. 
The husband felt ‘cheap,’ ashamed that 
he couldn’t provide for his family. 
Everything about his wife’s job and 


“In one 


eventually his wife, annoyed him.” 
4. Is he ambitious? If he is, encour- 
age him. But, remember, it isn’t impor- 


tant whether he succeeds, only that you 
believe in him. 

5. Is he domineering? Every woman 
wants her man to be masterful, but, Dr. 
Margaret Mead, anthropologist and au- 
thor of Male And Female, says: “If your 
husband feels women just cannot under- 
stand, if he feels he always knows best 
simply because he’s a man, if he loses 
his temper when you disagree, watch 
out.” This husband, says Dr. Mead, is 
determined to dominate any woman in 
his life, to wage a “defensive” war to 
prevent her from dominating him. He 
has a great fear of women, especially if 
she works or reminds him of his mother 
(who probably was also domineering). 
These type men usually have strong feel- 
ings of insecurity or inferiority and are 
determined to feel superior to something. 

6. Where does he want to live? He 
may harbor strong resentment at living 
too close to your family—or his. 

7. What about his personality? All 
stout men are not jolly, all short men are 
not weak and all average men are indi- 
viduals. It is just as hard to categorize 
a male as the female of the species. 

8. Is he older? If he isn’t, you won’t 
admit it. The majority of wives voted, 
in a Fortune magazine survey, that mar- 
riage stands a better chance of success 
if the husband’s age tops his wife’s by 
a few years. 

9. What about his personal appear- 
ance? Does he keep clean shaven and 
clean shirts? Nothing flatters a man 
more than to know his wife admires his 
appearance. 

10. Is he romantic? One of the most 
serious grievances wives hold against 
their mates is lack of affection, says a 
standard Stanford University study. On 
the other hand, in another survey of 
wives, the main complaint cited was “un- 
reasonable romantic” demands of their 
partners. 

Of course, there is the flirtatious mate, 
who can’t keep his eyes—and his hands 
—off the “other woman” and the “jeal- 
ous hubby” who is usually more inter- 
ested in protecting his own pride than 
his property. 

The fact most wives should remember 
about their masculine counterpart is that 
the ancient adage “sex is in the mind” 
is true with most men. Unlike his wife, 
the male animal is aroused by merely 
thinking about it. Anticipation puts him 
in the mood. He may think warmly 
about his wife during the day, then when 
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The way to a man’s heart, as any successful 


wife knows, is not simply by way of his 
stomach, but ofitimes is by reading his 
mind. Thus, the first rule in the book of 
marriage is: Know your spouse thoroughly. 


the long awaited moment arrives, it is 
difficult for him to realize she isn’t ready. 
The fact is that up until the moment he 
came home, the thought of sex may 
never have entered her mind. Even after 
being married a long period, an affec- 
tionate husband may be aroused by 
watching his wife undress or just im- 
agining her in the nude. However, the 
sight of her better-half taking a shower 
is more likely to send quivers of laugh- 
ter than shivers of ecstasy through the 
average spouse’s body. For a woman. 
being in love with her husband consists 
of preferring him as a life companion, 
the father of her children, the bread- 
winner, a means of security and the man 
who gives her status. Your partner’s 
performance as a lover is important, but 
not necéssary. Sooner or later, your 
husband must understand that sex isn’t 
as urgent or interesting to you as it is 
to him. 

But, whether in the bedroom, at the 
dinner table or in a marriage counselor’s 
office, you must finally ask yourself: “Do 
I really know my husband?” The fol- 
lowing quiz will at least set the average 
wife to thinking. And that’s a good start. 
A score of 10 is fair, 16 is passing, and 
if you get over 18, you know enough 
already. 

Yes No 

1. Does he remember important 

dates without hints?...... 

2. Does he provide you with 

enough money? .......... 

3. Does he like his coffee pip- 

ing hot or lukewarm?..... 

4. What’s his favorite maga- 

EE eee eee 

5. Does he prefer two-button or 

three-button suits? ....... 

6. Does he sulk when you have 

an argument? ........... 
What program does he pre- 


~~] 


8. Does he warn you when he 
is bringing someone home? .. 
9. Does he help you with the 
ere 
10. Does he leave the upbring- 
ing of the children to you? . 


Which is his favorite neck- 
WOT. ceuess sb enecutants y - 
Does he insist on separate 
vacations and holidays?. . . 
Does he tell you what wor- 
ries him and discuss it?.. . . 
Does he carry your snapshot 


What’s the Size of his hat? . . 
Does he follow women’s 
clothing styles? .......... od 
Does he flirt with every pret- 


eee ee eeee 






Sooner or later, your 





understand that sex isn't 





interesting to you 





























18. Does he enjoy taking you to 


the movies, to see friends? . 
Does he appreciate what you 


What type of work would he 
like to do—if he were not 
WENT ose. Tao ce ectreew a 

















‘, secornead it wasn’t there. Today, he picks it 

upand wonders: why did it grow like that? 
The miracle of growth! Whether it’s a “‘toad- 
stool” that springs up overnight or a cancer cell 
that suddenly comes into being, we’ve a lot to 
learn about the whole beautiful process of or- 


derly growth . . . and the dreadful, senseless 
growth that is cancer. 

The cancer puzzle is tied up in growth 
—growth of body cells smaller than the periods 
on this page. 

Scientists, working under grants from the 
American Cancer Society, are ceaselessly study- 
ing cells—normal and cancer cells. And they 
too are asking: Why? 


Why do cells suddenly change from normal 
growth to uncontrolled, disorderly growth? This 
question can be answered only by the most 
probing, painstaking and costly research. 


Your contributions to the American 


Cancer Society will support hundreds of scien- 
Remember: Cancer 

hard with your dol- 

lars. Send your gift to — 

CANCER in care of 


tific studies necessary to save lives today and 
tomorrow. 
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Runaway 


(ll right, so I was running out on 
my husband. But I was giving up 
the children I loved for the freedom 


| had to have. It was a fair exchange 


i POOK another quick peek at five-year-old Bobbie, sound asleep in 
his small room in his red and white pajamas with the cowboy and 
Indian figures on them, then I went back to make sure that three- 
ear-old Janie hadn’t squirmed out from under her blanket. I had 
lone it all six times in the last hour, but I had to make sure they were 
all right. Besides, I didn’t know when I would ever see them again. 
For a moment, what I was doing didn’t seem quite real. I gripped 
he rails of Janie’s bed, frightened. But then I thought of Johnny. 
That always helped, to think of Johnny. The thought of him 
calmed all my fears, erased my doubts, gave me courage and 
trength and—yes—daring. 
Did | dare do this thing? Yes, when I thought of John- 
I dared. 
‘Come with me, baby,” he said, “and you'll wear dia- 
jonds and mink and swim in champagne.” 
it sounded crazy, even if it was the kind of thing a woman dreams 
f having a man promise her someday. But Johnny wasn’t kidding when 
said it. He had the money and he was that kind of fellow, handsome with 
; gingerbread skin and black silken moustache and broad shoulders. 
When he took a girl in his arms, she knew it was a man possessing 
her, and his deep baritone voice sent tingles up her spine as he prom- 
ised the world on a string. 
lhe problem was the promises were coming a husband and two chil- 
lren too late for me. At least, almost. They weren’t really, because 
this night | was making the break, clean and quick, and I would 
ever look back. 
it wasn’t that I didn’t love my children. I did, just as much 
1s their father did, and that was a lot. But the love of a 
ian like Johnny was something any woman would pay a high 
price for, and the price I was paying was Bobby and Janie. 
it was a fair enough exchange, I supposed, giving Bobby and 
Janie to Frank in exchange for my freedom and Johnny. And it 
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It was my last chance at hap 
piness with the one man who 
could give me everything | 
ever wanted. I had to take i 


was the least I could do for Frank; he 
loved them so. And they would have, 
good home and would be happy. 

Besides, Johnny wasn’t much fo 
children, and I remembered | wasni 
either before I found out Bobby was o 
the way. Then it seemed like before | 
had a chance to decide whether I liked 
being a mother or not, I was going to 
have Janie. I had adapted well, I felt. | 
had walked the floor with them at mid. 
night, got out of bed to warm bottles a 
three in the morning, washed diaper, § 
wiped runny noses, had the measles 
with Bobby and did the hundred and 
one other things that a mother is sup 
posed to do. 

Not that I can say I did it all without 
a complaint. “Sometimes I feel as if my 
whole life has been spent over a tub 
of dirty diapers,” I had told Frank one 
night. 

“What'll you do when we have six?” 
Frank asked easily. 

That was supposed to be his idea ofa 
Only marriage to Frank was no 
joke. Oh, it had been fun enough a 
first. We were just a couple of kids who 
imagined we were in love and were 
anxious to play house. Life seemed s 
gay and inviting—and exciting, when 
we were together. I had won some 
beauty contests around town and Frank 
was just beginning to take pictures for 
a newspaper and after a picture-taking 
session one evening we just took off and 
got married. 

Life was a breeze for a while, with me 
doing a lot of modeling and figuring that 
was what I wanted to do for a career and 
Frank working for the paper. In the 
kind of work we were both doing, we 
met all kinds of people and got invited 
to all the parties and went to movies and 
on picnics and to dances and all kinds of 
things. 

Then, at the end of the first year, | 
was pregnant and things slowly began 
to change. I had to stay home with the 
baby a lot after it came because we 
couldn’t always get a sitter, and there 
wasn’t quite as much money with me nol 
doing any modeling and a lot of Frank’ 
pay going for (Continued on Page 49) 


joke. 
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Johnny Nash, 17-year-old newest Godfrey singing 
discovery, is giving his managers a bad case of shattered 
nerves already. He’s taken his first big paycheck, gifted 
himself with a Chevrolet sports car and is tearing around 
Manhattan at a maddening pace. 

Heavyweight champ Floyd Patterson is flying low 
in a new addition to his stable of wheels: a cream-colored 
Lincoln job with black top, telephone, air-conditioning 
and safety belts inside. 

Dorothy Donegan, whose schedule includes a daily 
trip to her hair presser after a night of furious wiggling 
and carryin’-on at the piano, won’t be taking the presser 
along on her European tour. She’s solved the problem by 
purchasing a “wardrobe” of custom-fitted all over wigs. 
Roosevelt Zanders, the highest priced chauffeur in 
the world, who drives such stars as Arlene Dahl, Tyrone 
Power, Nat Cole, Greer Garson and Harry Belafonte, 
bought shares in the same Panama Shrimp company in 
which Errol Flynn, John Wayne and Terry Moore have 
considerable stock. 

After construction on her private swimming pool 
was finished, complete with coral sand brought in from 
Bermuda, cabanas, and all the other little things necessary 
for luxurious vacationing in your own backyard, Cath- 
erine Basie insisted her Count take a vacation. He agreed, 
so they took off for the Caribbean and a vacation-by-the- 
sea. 

Sammy Davis Jr. is really preparing himself for 
that western movie he wants to make. Now that he has 
perfected his two-gun draw so he can be a proper gun- 
slinger, he’s taking lessons in the art of horseback riding 
so he can be a proper cowboy. 

Dorothy Dandridge, who has a singing double for 
her role as Bess in the movie version of Porgy And Bess, 
is nonetheless cutting an album of tunes from the Ger- 
shwin operetta. She'll do her own singing. 

Joe Adams, the West Coast disk jockey who came 
to Broadway to appear with Lena Horne in Jamaica, 
never really gave up his radio chores. He stayed on the 
NBC payroll as a regular guest-interviewer for Monitor, 
taped from New York. 

The Timmie Rogers’ household has been alerted 
to expect the stork in November. This will be his second 
time around. Meanwhile, Timmie is delighting London- 
ers with his zany routines. 

Way down in New Orleans the long-legged bird just 
made Antoine (Fats) Domino a dad for the seventh 
time. 

Merle Treadwell, teen-age daughter of George 
Treadwell (he’s Sarah Vaughn’s manager) said “I do” 
to her favorite boy friend. 
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| ANYTHING 
TO MAKE 


MIM! 


Beg, crawl on my hands and knees, whatever it 








took—I was willing to pay any price to get Kenny. 


And I did pay. I paid the highest price of all 


TRIED HARD to look enthusiastic while Lynn rambled on about 

the date her Joe was going to fix up for me. Joe was Lynn’s steady. 

"iGes gone to a lot of trouble to get him for New Year’s Eve. 
Shitley. she said. She was talking about the dance at the Community 
House. and | tried to act grateful. 

We Were making our way through the after-Christmas crowd on Main 
Sireet) exchanging our presents—like everybody else—for the right 
sizes and colors. 

"if you d only try to like somebody else.” she kept on. “you'd find 
) But suddenly | stopped listening. I saw Kenny Burke’s jalopy pull 
t6 a stop up ahead—in front of Hennessy’s. Hennessy’s is where all 
the high school kids go for malts and cokes and playing the juke box 
and stutt, Beverly Holmes was with him of course, her long black hair 
fying and her hips swinging in that sure. snooty way she has. I kept 
Walking, and Lynn kept talking. but I was tuned out. It was as if I 
Were all alone in the whole world again. which | was. because Kenny 
Wasmy world. The familiar sick, hollow feeling swept through me, like 
DP Was funery: hunery to look at Kenny. to be near him, to hear his 
voice, even though it did hurt. 

I nudged Lynn. “Let's stop in Hennessy’s for a coke,” | said. 

"Bul we just had a sundae. Shirl—” She broke off as she saw Kenny 
and Beverly. too. She looked at me disgustedly. “Honestly, Shirl, don’t 
16 
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ever get tired of running after him? 
at good does it do anyway? Besides, 
n't you got any pride?” 
didn’t pay any attention to her. | 
t care what she thought—or what 
ody thought. There was just that 
gnawing need in me. 
rumbling, she followed me inside, 
we sat down in the booth across 
i them. They both saw me. Beverly’s 
e flicked past me disdainfully. Ken- 
made a motion like a smile, but I 
see they were both mad about 
thing. Mad at each other, I hoped. 
e ordered something, and Lynn kept 
under her breath so they wouldn’t 
‘Why don’t you face it, Shirl? 
t if he did used to like you? He’s 
on Beverly, and you’re only mak- 
: fool of yourself . . .” Following 
, around like a whipped puppy, she 
And what did I hope to gain? 
lidn’t have to listen—I’d heard it 
While she raved I watched 


store 


~ 


Beverly laughed unpleasantly and got 
up. Kenny nodded grimly. “See you 
later,” he said to me. Then he followed 
her out. 

Lynn let out her breath. “Now I’ve 
seen everything,” she said. 

I looked at Lynn, kind of pityingly. 
I felt all warm and alive again. She 
just didn’t know what it was like to 
be in love, I thought—really in love like 
I was. She finished her coke without 
another word, and we drifted out. She 
said sourly that she’d have to tell Joe 
to get some other girl for his friend, and 
I said I’d see her there anyway. 

The minute we separated at Main and 
Elm I stopped thinking about Lynn and 
her Joe—and his friend. I was too filled 
with my own sudden hope and happi- 
ness. Kenny was through with Beverly. 
He was coming back, and everything 
was going to be all right again. Every- 
body had been so wrong. It had paid, 
me being around. If I hadn’t run after 


| Yes, there was one way to hold Kenny, one way to make 


a him marry me: the baby. I didn’t really care about 


4g it, but if that was what it took, well, | would have it 


trying to hear what they were 
Finally, Lynn shut up, and 

y’s voice came over, loud and mad. 
Jon’t give me that ‘cousin’ routine,” 
id furiously. “You’ve got a chance 
o a night club with some rich jerks 
heck with me and the Community 

Why don’t you admit it?” 
I had to 


1 to hear her words. “Have it, that 


erly’s face was strained. 


hen. I’m sick of these stupid kid 
. .” She saw me listening, and 
could kill I’d have dropped dead 
spot. “Why don’t you give your 
hadow a break and take her?” she 
a loud, sneering voice. 
a second | thought Kenny might 
» and walk out. But he didn’t. He 
over at me and sucked in his 
“Good idea,” he muttered. 
t to. go, Shirl?” 
it Lynn’s foot jabbing at me under 
ible. She was embarrassed—for 
But | didn’t care. It was my chance. 
ance to go out with him, be with 
ilk to him; to show him / was 
- for him. Hope surged up in my 
» fast | thought it would burst. 
love to go,” I said. 


him, he never would have asked me. | 
wouldn’t have had this chance. And that 
was all that mattered. 

There wasn’t a time, not one single 
minute, in my whole life that I hadn’t 
loved Kenny. We'd always lived next 
door to each other. Our folk were real 
close friends, and our families had al- 
ways done lots of things together from 
the time Kenny and I were babies. I 
guess each of us being an only child 
and almost the same age—Kenny was 
only a year older—had something to do 
with it. And both of us loving horses 
like we did. 

Kenny’s dad was a stableman out at 
the big riding academy at the edge of 
town, and from the time we were little 
he’d taken us out every week end to ex- 
ercise the horses. When we got older we 
went by ourselves every chance we had. 
Saturdays we’d take our lunch and have 
a picnic in the Forest Preserve. There 
was an old shack about a hundred yards 
from the stables where the owner had 
lived once—when he was just starting 
and didn’t have so much money. It had 
been deserted for years and was all run 
down. Once— (Continued on Page72 ) 




















So what if Kenny didn’t talk to me at break- 
fast and tore out the minute he had gulped 


down the last bite? Husbands were like that. 









! ran to my sister's side, helping 
her up after the huge brute had 
knocked her to the flour 


A girl from my part of town 


should never have set her cap 


for a man like Warren. It meant try- 


ing to live a lie all the days of 


our marriage 


HE TROUBLE WAS I never should have mar- 

ried Warren in the first place. My sister Eulah 
had warned me: “Go ahead and love the guy, be his 
woman if you want to, but for God’s sake don’t 
marry him.” 

I was shocked. “How can you say such a thing?” 
I asked. 

“Because you’re from Sycamore Street, honey,” 
she said patiently. 

She didn’t have to explain. Sycamore Street was 
in the part of town where cops walked their beats in 
pairs, and where strangers never ventured after 
dark. There were more bars and honky tonks along 
Sycamore Street than anywhere else in town, and 
whenever the newspapers ran a headline about 
crime, slums or juvenile delinquency you could bet 
that Sycamore Street was somewhere in the story. 

Most of the kids who were born in that neighbor- 
hood never got very far from Sycamore Street; they 
came into the world in crowded, dirty tenements, 
they played in the alleys and gutters, and they stayed 
in school only as long as the law required. When 
they grew up they took jobs in the factories at the 
edge of town or did housework for the rich people 
up on the Hill. 

But wherever they worked and whether they were 
married or single, Saturday night found them pack- 
ing the joints along Sycamore Street. They sang, 
they danced, they drank—and all too often they 
fought—until the wee hours. Sundays were quiet 
because those who weren’t sitting up in church were 
lying in bed sleeping off the effects of their fun- 
making. 

If the Sycamore Street section sounds like a rough, 
tough place. believe me, it was. And yet, I’d be 
wrong if I gave the impression that everybody there 
was a no-good bum or an irresponsible lush. The 
majority of the people were hard-working, God- 
fearing men and women. They loved their families 
and most of them dreamed of better things for their 
children. But they worked long hours and when the 
weekend rolled around they felt they were entitled 
to a little fun. Usually it was boisterous and rough 
but not really vicious. 

There were Sycamore Street kids who managed 
to get away. Some went to (Continued on Page 60) 
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1 didn’t know whether Elizabeth had 
walked out on me or not, so 1 went to 
Carmen’s place. She was glad to see me. 





ve 


I wasn’t the kind of guy to step out on his wife, and there 


was no real reason for me to get tied up with Carmen— 


except she was the kind of woman that fools are born for 


T WAS RAINING THAT NIGHT the girl came out of the bar; raining hard, 
just like it had been doing all night long. It was a lousy day to be trying to 
make a living driving a cab. Sure, most of the people who were on foot were 
looking for taxis, but the streets were so slick and traffic was moving so slow that 
you could have made three trips in good weather while you were making one that 
night. Besides, most people don’t bother to come out in the rain if they can help 
it, or unless they’ve got their own cars, and you can’t make money off them. 

And money was something | needed king-size, me with a wife and kid and 
another one on the way. Man, if being married wasn’t for the birds, I didn’t know 
what was. It’s funny how a wedding band can change a woman. I mean, they 
can be all sweet and nice and soft and agreeable and everything when you’re seeing 
them a few times a week and taking them out once in a while to a show or buying 
them dinner or going to a drive-in. And when they cuddle up beside you all warm 
and nice and nuzzle their noses in your ear—well, heck, a guy figures this would 
be pretty good to have around every night in the week. So the next thing you 
know you're out two and a half for the marriage license, you got your blue suit 
from the cleaners and you’re standing before the preacher making a lot of promises 
about loving and cherishing and playing it straight until they lay you out in a 
six-foot box. 

Yeah, man, you’re hooked. 

And that’s when the trouble starts. Women have got their heads full of things 
that a man never dreams of. The first thing is how to take this helpless, good-for- 
nothing so-and-so they married and turn him into something decent. Now if a 
man is that awful, why does a woman bother to marry him in the first place? You 
figure it. 

And they’ve got screwy ideas about where to live. Now when I married Elizabeth 
I was living in one room over a store and eating in a fair-to-middlin’ greasy spoon 
around the corner. There was a little half-kitchen stuck in the back of my place 


(KER BAIT 


but I never used it. But when | decided to marry—or rather, when Elizabeth de- 
cided we should get married—I looked the joint over, figured there were a lot 
of poor people a lot worse off, and thought the place would do. 

But not Elizabeth. She called the place a dump, pointed out there was only 
one small window in the place, said that cooking in the summertime would make 
the place hotter than you know where, declared that it was a wonder | didn’t catch 
pneumonia flapping off down the hall to that unheated bathroom in the winter, 
and said that we were flat moving. And that was only the day after we got mar- 
ried, mind you. 
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“Think how nice it would be to have 
a place with a warm bathroom in it and 
a kitchen with windows and pretty lace 
curtains and a living room so we could 
entertain people when they drop by,” 
she said, leaning over to kiss me and 
brushing against me in that transparent 
thing she called a nightgown. 

“How can I think about it when you 
do things like this,” I said, grabbing her 
und realizing that getting married was 
in even better idea than | had thought. 

“Then Pll go away and let you think 
about it,” she said, punching my nose 
lightly with her finger and flouncing into 
the kitchen to get some coffee. 

“But I don’t want to think about it 
right now,” I said, reaching for her 
and missing. “I’ve got other things on 
my mind. After all, I’m just a day-old 


bridegroom.” 


departments, and what other depart- 
ments are there? 

What I said didn’t satisfy her, though. 

“David,” she said, snuggling up to 
me and playing with my ears, which is 
what she usually did before she lowered 
the boom, “don’t you think it would be 
nice to have a son?” 

I backed away from her to protect 
myself. “Sure,” I said. “Sure it would, 
I guess. And it would bg nice to have 
a new car, or a house in the country or 
a three-flat building on the Northside. 
Yeah, all of it would be nice, but we 
can’t afford any of it.” 

Well, she argued and argued until | 
finally just had to put my foot down. 
And less than a year later Debbie Lou 
was born. 

“Look,” I told Elizabeth when she 


came home from the hospital after | bor- 


Things weren’t so chilly around my house that I needed 


to go looking for a warmer climate, but I found one 


just the same in the arms of the wrong kind of woman 





“That’s long enough for you to start 
waking up to your husbandly responsi- 
bilities,” she said, coming back into our 
ne room with the coffee. 

[| took the coffee out of her hand and 
set it on the table beside the bed, then 
| slipped my arms around her waist and 
pulled her to me. “Okay, okay,” I said, 
now suppose you start thinking about 
our wifely responsibilities.” 

She laughed and kissed me all over 
ny face, and I don’t remember whether 
we ever drank the coffee or not. 


co DAYS LATER we moved into 

a little apartment with a small hall, 
1 living room, a bedroom, kitchen and 
bath, and it was nice to have a warm 
bathroom right there and a good-smell- 
ng kitchen with windows and pretty lace 

urtains, just like Elizabeth said. 

But she didn’t stop there, oh no. Three 
nonths later, she was talking about how 
mesome it was whenever I drove my 

hack on the nightshift. 

‘So? It gives you a chance to get 
your beauty sleep,” I told her. Not that 
she needed any beauty sleep. Elizabeth 
was a living doll in the face and figure 
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rowed money on my cab to pay the bill, 
“I thought you said it was going to be 
a boy.” 

“Somebody goofed,” Elizabeth said, 
and kissed me real quick as she handed 
me the baby. 

Right after that, things began to go to 
pieces. When I was working days, Deb- 
bie Lou yelled all night. When I was 
working nights, she slept at night and 
yelled all day. 

“Don’t you think maybe there’s some- 
thing wrong with her?” I asked Eliza- 
beth once. “Maybe she needs to see a 
doctor and get a sedative or something.” 

“She sees her doctor regularly and 
there’s nothing wrong with her,” Eliza- 
beth said. “She just cries for exercise.” 

“Well, can’t you find some other way 
to exercise her so I can get a little sleep,” 
I said, louder than I intended, and shut 
the bedroom door, harder than I in- 
tended. 

Things were kind of edgy around the 
house after that, but Elizabeth seemed to 
make a real effort to keep Debbie Lou 
as quiet as possible so I could get my 
sleep, even if she had to put on extra 
heavy clothes and take her out in the 




































snow during those cold winter day 


HEN SPRING CAME and the 
were getting all green and the bi 
were singing, Elizabeth and I were 
chummy again—at least, they were up 
the day she told me: “All right, Davyj 
we're going to run this play once me 
and I’m sure it'll be a boy this time.” 
“What do you mean?” I asked 
with my mouth hanging open. 

“T saw the doctor yesterday,” she 
swered. “It’s official. Debbie Lou is g 
ing to have a brother.” 

Well, that tore it! I mean, she n 
even discussed it with me before. 
stomped out of the house and went down 
to that saloon my friend, Eddie Hender 
son, runs. I was never much for drink 
ing, but I tied one on that day. After 
all, what was I supposed to do, jumpu 
and down and yell “hooray!” because 
was going to have another crumb-c 
er to feed? How was I going to pay t 
hospital bill? And wasn’t it bad enough 
trying to get some sleep around the hou 
as it was? 

For a long while I just stayed in 
die’s place, drinking and thinking abo 
how nice and simple life was in my on 
room dump with the cold _bathroe 
down the hall. Life was a lot cheape 
then, too, and my cab wasn’t in hock. 


O THAT’S THE STATE OF MIND 
was in that night when this bro 
comes out of the bar and stands in ¢ 
rain, looking for a taxi. I pulled up 
the curb and she got in. 
“Eleven-forty Mulberry,” she sai 
and I noticed that although her voiet 
had a little bit of an edge on it, it 
all husky and soft. I took a look ath 
in the rear-view mirror. Her rainco 
was open and she had crossed just about 
the best-looking pair of legs I had ever 
seen. Her face was real nice, too, and 
she reminded me of some girl I had seen ‘ 
in the movies, but I couldn’t remember f don’ 
who. Yeah, man, she was it. I realized § your 
she wouldn’t have had to stand there “ 
very long in the rain waiting for a ride, f and 
even if a cab hadn’t shown up. peoy 
| pulled out from under the street T 





light and headed for Mulberry Street f half 
across town, and I didn’t get another wall 
look at her until she struck a match to — Tha 


light a cigarette. Yeah, she looked good nd 
ti 


all right. 
“It’s a lousy night, isn’t it?” I said, und 
was 


just to make conversation. 





1y one 
hroo 
heape 
ock. 


IND 
bro 


i» 


“ 


“It sure is,” she said sharply, “and 
don’t make it any lousier by running 
your yak.” 

“Excuse me for breathing,” I said, 
and hunched over the wheel. Boy! Some 
people! 

The fare to her place was two and a 
half and she handed me three bucks and 
walked into the house without a word. 
That was fine with me. I didn’t want to 
say goodnight anymore than she did. 
Still, I couldn’t help thinking that even 
under that raincoat you could tell she 
was stacked awhile. 


a 

GUESS I SHOULD HAVE forgotten 

about her after that since we didn’t 
hit it off anyway. And besides, I had 
problems at home. But somehow or other 
the next night I found myself parked 
outside the same bar about the same 
time. It was still raining, and business 
was awfully slow, so I wasn’t losing any- 
thing by waiting around. | figured if 
she didn’t come out, somebody else 
would sooner or later. 

A half-hour later somebody did come 
out. It was her. 


“Cab, lady?” I said, and she opened 


the door and got in. 

“Same place?” I asked before she had 
a chance to say anything. 

“What?” she said, startled. Then she 
said, “Oh, yes. You must be the same 
driver as last night.” 

“Yes, mam,” I answered. “And I won’t 
talk about the weather.” 

“T guess I was a little nasty,” she said 
apologetically. 

“It’s okay,” I said. “Sometimes peo- 
ple just don’t feel like talking, or listen- 
ing either. Only when you drive a hack, 
(Continued on Page 50 ) 
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you never 





I should have sensed the danger signs, and 
stopped before it was too late to keep from 
ruining his life and my daughter’s, too. 





I had devoted twenty years of my life to making my daughter happy. 


Now I was 


entitled to a little bit of happiness of my own—even if it meant taking her man 


IXTEEN is so young to become a mother, so look- 

ing back this is all I can offer as my excuse for 
the terrible thing | have done. I wonder now if other 
women have looked back and excused their hungry 
grab for the fruits of love they felt they were denied 
in their youth—even at another’s expense. 

Like I said, | became a mother at sixteen, and | like 
to believe that I did try to become a good one then. 
Growing up in the early thirties was rough. My family 
had been caught squarely in the middle of the depres- 
sion, losing almost everything my poor father had 
worked for in his entire lifetime. All five of us kids 
tried to help out; we had to. We were lucky to be able 
to get odd jobs. I worked in the five and ten cent store 
after school and on Saturdays. Of course, I lied about 
my age, and then the laws weren’t as strict as they 
are now. 

I liked working, it got me away from the drabness 


of home. And besides, Bill, the stock boy there, seemed 
to like me as much as I liked him. The best part of 
my working day was when I had to go into the stock 
room for some item. It became a standing joke around 
the store. “Let Rita get it,” was the refrain when 
something was needed from the stock room. I used 
to blush to think they all knew how I felt about Bill. 

One day I came into the stock room for a set of pots 
and pans that were up on a high shelf. Bill mounted 
the ladder to get them and we carried on a conversa- 
tion. Suddenly, Bill missed his step and down he came 
in a clatter of pans and ladder. I was so concerned | 
didn’t notice the manager standing in the doorway 
watching us. Suddenly his voice boomed, “Why don’t 
you two kids get together after store hours?” 

| was scared stiff as I got off my knees and dusted 
myself off. “Bill had a little accident,” I tried to ex- 
plain. (Continued on Page 67) 
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This is a true story—a startling story of what can 


happen when two people of different color, forsaking all 


others, openly declare their love, only to suddenly 


find themselves surrounded by hate on all sides 


By ELAINE COOPER NEIL 


HREW THE COVERS OFF THE BED, slipped into a robe and walked into the garden my 


droom opened onto. I often spent a few minutes there, listening to the night sounds, when I 
restless or when I was turning things over in my mind. The air was still, and the night noises 
the questions in my mind as their only company. 


y? Why? Why? 
went over in detail the evening that had just passed, trying to find the answers to my questions, 
awful whys. 
she was going to marry? 


hy couldn’t I feel that “something” I had been led to believe a young girl should feel about the 


rry had brought me home as usual. We had parked, talked about the future, planned our De- 
er wedding and he had showered me with his usual affections and protestations of love. Ger- 


three years older than my own twenty-three years, handsome in a bull-dozer kind of way, 
iis business, with his father, was a tangible asset any girl would welcome as assurance of a 
ree from worry. 


1 he loved me! I twisted the big solitaire on my finger as proof of the fact. I could feel it 
ng into my fingers, proof of Gerry’s love and devotion, proof of our assured future. 


why didn’t I feel that “something”? What did Gerry lack that | demanded? Or what did I 
hat made me fail to respond to his attentions? 


1 had everything I needed or wanted- 
except love from a man I loved. Some- 
times Gerry seemed so much like a boy. 


Res 
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But the garden did not hold the an- 
swers. The night air did not blow fresh 
thoughts my way and the noises did not 
include a voice which would clarify my 
in pughts. 

| went back to bed. 

More tossing and turning followed, 
und when I turned on a light, it was al- 
most three o’clock. Again I kicked off 
the covers and spent another lonely hour 
in the quiet garden. 

| had grown used to such evenings. 
There had been too many, lately, for 
peace of mind. It is terribly hard to be 
twenty-three, a blonde model who wants 
to love and who wants to be loved, who 

loved, and who yet feels an emptiness 
inside that defies description. Yet, I 
knew it was more than mere discontent. 

Life lacked excitement. It was dull. 
Nothing seemed to happen of much con- 
sequence. Marriage, home, children, 
Sunday dinners with the family, Dad’s 
ame old jokes, Mother’s always won- 
derful cooking and her always distant, 


‘Did I want too much? 


“Nothing. 
Honestly.” 

“But you don’t seem to—well, you 
don’t act like—” 

Poor Gerry. He sensed that something 
was lacking, but he wasn’t deeply con- 
cerned. He took most things for granted 
with me. 

“There’s been something bothering 
you for a long time now, Elaine,” he 
said, pushing in the cigarette lighter. 

I watched the glow of the little metal 
twirls and thought they were something 
like my mind, always going in circles. 

“I’m sorry, Gerry. I guess I’m tired 
from work.” 

“What, parading up and down in front 
of fat old men while they oggle you?” 

“They don’t oggle me; they’re looking 
at the clothes I model. Besides, half the 
customers at the shop are women.” 

“Bet it’s not the women who ask you 


Nothing at all, Gerry. 


out.” 


We always came back to the same sub- 
ject. Did I date the buyers or didn’t I? 


My father had given me a 


new car, I had a wealthy fiancé, a diamond engage- 


ment ring and plans for a church wedding. 


W hat 


more could any girl want. Only one thing more: 


real love.’ 





rather vague conversation—these were 
y prospects, my future. Not that I was 
1 great brain. I laughed aloud at the 
thought. Who did I think I was that I 
hould want more, want something | 
uld not have? 
But why couldn’t I have a real love? 
Still, I lived in comfort, my parents 
ved me and allowed me all the free- 
Did I want too much? 
My father had recently given me a new 
car. | had a wealthy fiancé who adored 
| had a large diamond engagement 
ing and plans for a big church wed- 
ling. What more could a girl want? 
But I wanted something more. I 
wanted something without knowing what 
t was, without thinking that it is some- 
times impossible to possess without first 


dom I desired. 


being possessed. 

| pulled my robe about me tightly and 
went over the conversation from the 
early part of the evening. 


‘What’s the trouble?” Gerry had 


wanted to know as we sat in the car. 
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Sometimes I had to go out with some of 
the men from the midwest or the far 
west. They were good customers and 
my boss wanted us to be nice to them, it 
was all part of the job. Gerry’s suspi- 
cions annoyed me. He knew he could 
trust me. 

I patted his five-o’clock-shadowed 
cheek. “’Night, Gerry. I'd better get 
some sleep.” 

“You'd rather go in early?” 

“Rather than what?” I asked. 

Gerry let out one of those husky sighs 
of his—one of the sighs that always told 
me it was time to leave. 

“Sorry, Gerry,” I said quietly, and 
meant it. I was sorry. I wanted to be 
what Gerry wanted me to be; I wanted 
to give Gerry what he wanted. But how 
can you give something that somehow 
isn’t yours to give? How can you give 
that which you don’t have? 

I slipped out of the seat and pecked 
him goodnight. 

Most of my friends had backgrounds 


similar to mine, and they had trouble 
and confusions not unlike those which 
were keeping me awake. We had often 
sat in the drugstores sipping endless 
cokes, debating the pros and cons of the 
boys we were dating. Every girl in 
America must have done the same thing 
at one time or another, and I knew from 
my friends that there was nothing very 
unusual about my concerns over Gerry. 
It just wasn’t love—it was that simple. 

I felt the need to marry. I wanted to 
be married and have children, to have 
a home life like the one I enjoyed. The 
friendship with my sister had always 
been a rich one and a close one. | re 
gretted that my only brother was so 
much older that we had not had much 
of a chance to become well acquainted, 
and since he had left home and married, 
happily, living in a distant state, there 
was little chance that I would ever know 
the pleasant times Betty, my best friend, 
had had with her big brother. Not that 
any brothers could have answered my 
question, could have told me “Marry 
Gerry,” or “Don’t marry Gerry.” . 

Dad, wonderful though he was, wasn't 
a man to whom I could carry my 
troubles. 

“You're not having trouble, Elaine,” 
he’d say. “You’re just growing up.” 

So this was growing up? And how 
long did one go on “growing up?” 

Mother had frequently disagreed with 
Dad’s way of handling me. 

“You're too good to the girl,” she'd 
say, laughing. Everything she did, how- 
ever, belied her words. She delighted in 
the new car Dad gave me and comment: 
ed on how well his business must have 
been going. Dad was a meat wholesaler. 

Mother hadn’t liked it too well when 
I got the modelling job. 

“But, Elaine, isn’t that a waste of all 
your typing and shorthand? Here you 
are, a graduate with a good record, a 
good secretary, and you want to bea 
model. Why?” 

“T think it'll be more fun and | think 
I'll make more money.” 

Never having worked, other than to 
keep a spotless home and cook the best 
food I'll ever taste, Mother did not agree 
that earning money as I planned wa 
necessarily a worthy ambition. 

“I know you’re an attractive girl and 
all, Elaine, but don’t you think you'd be 
happier with something steady?” 

I was very happy with the steady mot: 
elling checks. I worked all the time, no 
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on a free-lance basis, but permanently, 
with one firm, modelling for out-of- 
town buyers. I enjoyed the work and 
my bosses were good to me. 


INALLY I WENT BACK to bed, ex- 

hausted from turning my life over 
in my mind, wearied by just thinking in 
circles and not seeming to get anywhere, 
consoling myself with the thought that 
my problems were actually very simple. 
I had everything I needed or wanted 
except love from a man I loved. Some- 
times Gerry seemed so much like a little 
boy. 

I turned my engagement ring round 
and around my finger, recalling the feel- 
ings I got every time I spent an after- 
noon with my sister and her husband 
and played with their new baby. She 
wasn’t lonesome. She had her child and 
her husband, her life was rich and full 
and good. That was all I wanted—like 
any other girl. 

I must have dropped off to sleep then, 
for suddenly it was morning, and de- 
spite a night of mental meanderings, of 
tossing and turning and trying to settle 
the world’s problems—but mostly my 
own, and Gerry’s—I was fresh and hap- 
py as I went in to breakfast that partic- 
ular September morning in 1952. 

“Sleep well, dear?” Mother asked, 
cheerfully. 

“So-so,” I admitted, and gave her my 
usual hug and kiss. “Maybe I slept bet- 
ter than I think, ’cause I’m famished.” 

“Here’s your orange juice.” She 


handed me a brimming glass of freshly 
squeezed juice, then went about fixing 


my breakfast, breaking the eggs into the 
pan where bacon was already crinkling. 

“Betty called,” mother said. 

“So early?” 

“She wanted me to get you up right 
away, but since it’s Saturday I told her 
I’d rather let you sleep.” 

“I was rather late last night,” 1 ad- 
mitted. 

“I know. I heard you get up and go 
out into the garden.” 

“You heard me? Gee, I’m sorry | 
woke you up.” 

“That’s all right, Elaine. You'll un- 
derstand, someday, when you have chil- 
dren of your own.” 

It was almost as if she had really un- 
derstood. But then maybe she had: may- 
be she had been through the same self- 
questioning before she married Dad. 

“Eggs all right?” she asked. 

“Wonderful. Not a complaint, thank 
you.” 

Mother sat down opposite me, dried 
her hands on her apron the way she al- 
ways does, and sipped her coffee. 

“I wish I could cook eggs the way 
Nellie used to,” she said. “You wouldn’t 
think there could be so much difference 
in the way eggs are cooked, would you?” 

“But Nellie was a Negro, mother,” | 
reminded her, “And they’re famous for 
good cooking.” 

“Well, I’ve missed her ever since she 
married and stopped working for us.” 

“I liked her, but I always felt kind of 
funny having her eating with our dishes 
and silver and things.” 

“Why, Elaine, what do you mean?” 
mother asked, surprised. 






“It’s silly, | suppose, but it’s just a 
feeling about having a colored person 
in the house.” 

“That’s prejudice, Elaine.” 

“It’s not exactly prejudice. It’s just 
that I don’t see any point in going out 
of your way to mix with colored people.” 

“Having a Negro maid isn’t ‘mixing’ 
with Negroes. And Nellie was a fine girl. 
It’s strange you've never said anything 
about it before.” 

“Why should I? It never really both- 
ered me. We had several colored stu- 
dents in high school, but you know there 
aren’t any living around here.” 

The telephone stopped our rather aim- 
less breakfast chatter, and it was Betty. 
She had recently had a birthday and re- 
ceived a check as one of her gifts. 
Would I like to be her guest for the day, 
along with two other friends of ours? 

By the time I’d finished showering 
and dressing, Betty was waiting outside, 
her convertible newly washed and spar- 
I grabbed a 
scarf, kissed mother a quick goodbye, 


kling in the bright sun. 


telling her I probably would not be home 
for lunch but that I would let her know 
if we were delayed or going very far 
away, and ran out to meet the girls. 

It was one of those brilliant mornings 
when everything feels freshly washed, 
crisp and clean and good. 

“Where are we going, Betty?” I asked. 

“Anywhere you want to go. You're 
all my guests, so let’s do something we’ve 
never done before, but something real 
fun. We don’t often get a chance like 
this.” 


The usual (Continued on Page 53 ) 
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I had put up with being Harry’s overworked 

helpmate long enough—long enough for 

him to look for greener grass across the 
fence 


FUMBLED AROUND in the darkness for the telephone, 

more concerned about stopping the infernal racket it was 
making than in who was calling at such an ungodly hour. 
Most likely it was some union member with a problem he 
was positive just couldn’t wait until morning. I found the 
night light and switched it on. Two-thirty in the morning! 

“This is ridiculous,” | grumbled. Just because Harry was 
a shop steward that was no excuse for people to be disturb- 
ing his hard-earned rest. As for me, I might as well be the 
wife of a doctor or a preacher for all the peace and quiet I 
got. Not that I really minded being married to a man peo- 
ple automatically turned to for help. It was just so incon- 
venient at times. Like two-thirty a.m. 

I picked up the phone. “Hello?” 

“Hello. Is Harry there?” 

It was a woman’s voice, so unexpected that it took a mo- 
ment for me to get over the surprise. But then, there were 
plenty of women working in the packing house, many of 
them in Harry’s department. I glanced at my husband sleep- 


ing soundly on his side of the bed. “I’m sorry, but Harry’s 
asleep,” I said. “Is there a message?” 
“I’ve got to talk to him,” the woman said. “It’s im- 


portant.” 

I hesitated. Maybe she was the wife of one of the men in 
the plant. Maybe the matter couldn’t wait until morning. 
“I hate to disturb him,” | said. “He had a hard day today. 
I'll see—” I turned and called softly, “Harry—are you 
awake?” 

“Tell him it’s Flora. He'll talk to me,” the caller said. 
Her voice was young and sexy, full of confidence. Then, in 
the background I heard the blare of a juke box and the 
laughter of men and women, who certainly didn’t sound as 
if they were discussing union matters. 

Harry stirred. “Who is it, Myrtle?” 

“T don’t know. Somebody drunk and playing a joke,” 17 
said angrily. I started to hang up the phone, but Harry 
reached over and took it from me. I lay back on the pillow, 
watching him out of the corner of my eye. 

“Hello? Oh, it’s you.” He shot me a quick glance, then 7 
lowered his voice. “All right. I'll be right there.” 

I closed my eyes and pretended to be asleep, waiting for 
Harry to tell me what the emergency was. But without a | 
word he piled out of bed and began to dress. “Harry—?” 

“Yes?” 

“What is it this time?” 

He didn’t answer for a moment and I saw him carefully” 
select a tie. I studied his handsome face in the mirror, the 
strong chin, the ruggedly boyish mouth that could relax so 
easily into a warm smile. But I (Continued on Page 65) 








It was the little things that had us yelling 
at each other at the top of our voices and 
sending Harry storming out of the house. 











Even before I saw them kissing under the street 
lamp, I knew the car belonged to Barney Dobbs. 


W e tried to rear Wiilantha right; Lord knows we tried. But 


she had a wild streak in her that just couldn’t be tamed! 


T SHOULD HAVE BEEN a happy 
homecoming, but it wasn’t. My hus- 
band, Ray, and I were a sad-looking wel- 
coming committee. Ray was thin and 
nervous from his successful battle with 
liquor. His shirt collar was too big for 
his neck and he looked ill at ease in his 
Sunday suit. My face was haggard from 
worry and I knew I looked much older 
than my thirty-six years. My heart should 
have been full of joy. Instead, it was 
weighted down with fear and misgiving. 
What does a mother say to the daugh- 
ter she has sent away to a correctional 
institution: It hurt me more than it did 
you? No, Willantha would never believe 
that, even if I swore it on a stack of 
Bibles. Should I tell her how sorry I 
was it had to happen? That wouldn’t 
do any good either. You can’t show 
someone a heart that’s been broken. 

The loud-speaker announced the ar- 
rival of the train from downstate, the 
train Willantha was coming home on. | 
took Ray’s hand and held it tightly. The 
best thing, I decided, would be what Ray 
and | had agreed upon last night. We'd 
act as if nothing bad had happened. Our 
daughter had been away on a trip, that’s 
all. Now she was back home where she 
belonged. 

The big gate slid open and passengers 
began flooding through. I strained my 
eyes to catch sight of Willantha, won- 
dering if she had changed any. I felt 
Ray’s fingers tighten around mine. He 
saw her, too. Willantha stood out in that 
crowd like a tiger lily in a bunch of 
violets. She wore the black dress that 
had been shabby a year ago and a cheap 
cardboard suitcase banged against her 


There was no mistaking her insolent, 
hip-swinging stride as she walked toward 
us. If anything, she was more beautiful 
than ever. Her figure had filled out even 
more and the heavy make-up she wore 
made her a woman, instead of a 16-year- 
old. She’s too grown-up for her age, | 
told myself, seeing a man in the crowd 
turn to watch her with lustful eyes. 

I went forward to meet her, my heart 
swelling with love. But fear made my 
steps hesitant. I knew from the way Ray 
held back that he was frightened, too. 
Then I was face to face with her. “Wel- 
come home, darling,” I managed to say, 
throwing my arms around her. Ray 
didn’t say anything. He planted a quick 
kiss on her forehead, then picked up her 
bag and led the way outside. 

Willantha’s greeting hadn’t been hos- 
tile. But it wasn’t emotional, either. 
She’d said, “Hello, Mom and Dad,” then 
fell in step with us. The silence was un- 
bearable for me. I felt I had to say 
something. “Wait until you see the new 
apartment,” I said finally. “You've got 
your own room, Willantha. You'll like 
that—won’t you?” I waited hopefully, 
but all she said was, “That’s nice.” 

Desperately, I tried to think of some 
other reason she might find things better 
than before. I wanted her to feel that 
we were making a new start. All three 
of us. “The new neighborhood,” I went 
on eagerly, “You'll like that, too. Your 
father and I have made some wonderful 
new friends. And there’s a girl down 
the block named Evelyn—” 

“I know. I’ll like her, too,” Willantha 
said dryly. 

I bit my lip and glanced at Ray. The 
muscles of his jaw tightened, but he said 
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thing. He concentrated on his driv- 
Panic gripped me. I could expect 
help from him, just as I hadn’t been 

» count on him before the trouble 
ted. The longer we drove in stony 

the more heartsick I became. 

pite my hopes, despite the efforts Ray 
d I had made to change, and despite 
Willantha’s stay at the state school, noth- 
had really changed. I could no more 

ich her now than I could a year ago. 

Recalling the way that man in the 

m had stared at her, naked desire 
i his eyes, I realized that my daughter 
still the kind of girl that men notice 
ind go after. Willantha sensed men’s 
iction to her ripe beauty and mature 
urves and she seemed to go out of her 
to tempt them. 
If | thought Willantha would go into 
tasies over her new home, I was dis- 
appointed. She merely remarked that it 
vas “nice,” and so were the new clothes 
I'd made for her. 
All picked out for me and every- 
ig.” she said in a flat voice. “That’s 
il great.” 

Well, we couldn’t afford to buy you 
a new outfit, honey,” I hastened to ex- 
plain, “so I sewed these myself. But— 
[ guess next payday your Dad will be 

to give you some money to buy a 
other things.” 

(re you sure you want to let me pick 

ut my own clothes?” she asked with a 
ird amusement that was worse than 
arnice, 

| guess | just wanted to surprise 

[ said. “Maybe it wasn’t such a 

vod idea, after all.” I caught her hand 

ind looked pleadingly into her eyes. 
You'll have all new clothes by the time 
chool opens in the fall,” I said. “I 

t know how we'll manage, but I 

mise you will.” 

I’m not going back to school,” she 
said stonily, daring me to oppose her. 
My heart sank as she went on harshly. 

Look, I’m wise to what you and Dad 
ire up to. New house, new clothes, even 
vy friends all picked out for me. Well, 
got news for you. I missed a lot 

f things while I was out of circulation 
1 year and | intend to make up for 

any way I can!” 
| couldn’t sleep that night. My mind 
a jumble of fears and questions and 


memories. Ray and I were the cause 
of Willantha’s trouble. We learned that 


late to save her from a term at the 
irls’ school, but not too late. I’d hoped, 


to salvage our family. 

For as long as I could remember, our 
daughter had been hard to manage. And 
when she grew up, tall and over-devel- 
oped for her age, she became impossible 
to handle. At fourteen she’d looked two 
or three years older. Her tall slender 
figure was curved excitingly. Her good 
looks constantly attracted masculine at- 
tention, but I knew that at her age she 
couldn’t cope with the flattery and atten- 
tion of older men. 

Willantha had begun dating at four- 
teen and soon she was running with the 
wrong crowd in our old neighborhood. 
The girls were fast and the fellows were 
street corner loafers. The boys gathered 
around Willantha like bees around a 
flower, but she was partial to one in 
particular, Barney Dodds. He must have 
been around twenty, but his eyes were 
filled with the wisdom gained from back 
alleys and poolhalls. He was a good 
dresser and wore his hair slicked back. | 
could see how his crude good looks 
would attract a girl, but I didn’t want 
it to be my daughter. 

We knew Willantha was seeing Bar- 
ney, even after we warned her to stay 
away from him. I'd yell at her and Ray 
would turn to his bottle to avoid the un- 
pleasantness. After several incidents we 
went to a social agency for help. Wil- 
lantha was truant, she went out when she 
felt like it and came home all hours of 
the morning. She got involved in a car 
accident early one morning with Barney. 
It wasn’t serious, but when the police 
learned Willantha’s age, they sent for 
us. It was then that the social worker 
suggested sending her to the state school 
where she could be disciplined. 

It tore my heart, but I finally signed 
the necessary papers to commit her, 
praying that this would bring her to her 
senses. Ray, as usual, was too liquored 
up to say anything one way or the other. 

But after Willantha left home, the so- 
cial worker started on Ray and me. She 
told us bluntly that we were responsible 
for our daughter’s defiant attitude and 
warned that unless we changed we could 
never hope to help our daughter. So Ray 
and I attended weekly sessions with a 
marriage counsellor. I learned that | 
yelled too much and that I constantly 
tried to take over the husband’s responsi- 
bility in our marriage. Ray was told 
that he must stop seeking refuge in a 
bottle. I didn’t know how they man- 


aged, but in a few months, he was on 


the wagon and doing well enough to 
find and keep a better job. 

I learned to control my temper and 
my tongue and soon our marriage was 
practically as smooth and loving as it © 
had been at the start. I was sure that if 
Willantha had been helped one half ag 
much there’d be no trouble when she 


returned. 


OW, lying in the darkness listening 
to Willantha moving around quietly | 
in the next room, I wondered where it 
would all end. My heart stopped beating 
when I suddenly realized that the sounds _ 
in the next room had stopped. Had 
Willantha gone to bed? Or had she—? 
No! I switched on the light and glanced 
at the alarm clock. It was midnight. She 
couldn’t have gone out this late, not on _ 
her first night at home. 

But when I peeked inside her room, it | 
was empty. I shivered as I wrapped my 
gown around me and went into the liv- 
ing room to wait for her return. Just 
like old times! 1 thought bitterly, re- 
calling the countless nights when Ray 
and | sat up praying for her safety, then 
blowing up with helpless anger when she 
finally strolled in. 

I must have dozed for the next thing 
| was aware of was the sound of the key 
we'd given Willantha being inserted in 
the front door. I jumped up and hurried 
into the bedroom and got into bed. A 
short time later, the door opened and 
Willantha said shortly, “You can go to 
sleep now. I’m home. I just went out 
to get a look at the new neighborhood.” 

I pretended to be asleep, but relief 
flooded through me. She hadn’t gone 
back to the old neighborhood as I'd_ 
feared. 

For the next few days I walked on 
eggs, careful not to irritate Willantha 
or make her sorry to be home. She still 
wore too much makeup and she hadn't” 
even tried on any of the dresses I’d made 
for her. But I didn’t mind as long as 
she stayed away from the wrong kind 
of people. I was so happy when Evelyn 
Miller finally paid us a visit. She was 
the daughter of a couple Ray and I met 
when we joined church as part of our | 
new way of life. 

Evelyn was a sweet, well-behaved girl, 
the kind of girl I secretly wished Wil 
lantha would be. Evelyn was quite pop 
ular and I hoped that Willantha would 
like her friends. The two girls were 
quiet when (Continued on Page 70 ) 
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I stood there watching them, trying to decide 
what was the right thing to do. Then suddenly, 
with a little cry that was almost like a sob, Witl- 


lantha clung to Barney in surrender 





It started with a man I hated and ended with a man I loved 
=the curse that was werse than any drink or drug, or disease. It was 


a shame that I had been born with, the curse of being . . . 


any man’s 


JOKED AT THE DARK WATER SWIRLING under the bridge. The 
ht was cold with a mist of snow. I drew my coat closer. /’ll catch 
| thought. Then I wanted to laugh bitterly. No need to worry about 
ng cold this night because in a few minutes I’d be beyond such 
forever. 
rasped the rail with both hands. Why didn’t I go ahead and jump? 
was | waiting for? 
igged against the rail and dug in my bag for a cigarette. Even a con- 
ned man was allowed a last smoke. And I wasn’t a condemned man. 
a woman twenty-three years old and condemned only by myself. I 
» jury and the judge, and my verdict was—capital punishment—for 
e sins I’d committed and for all the sins I was powerless to keep from 
tting as long as I lived—as—long—as—I—lived. 
| drew deeply on the cigarette. While I smoked I’d sort out the facts 
sum up the case. I, Rinda Bryce Moyer, always so precise and 
Oh God! What a strange, devilish comedy that my mind was 
and clean when my emotions and physical desires were so hot and un- 
nable that I intended to quench them forever this night in the cold 


w far I'd come in a year and how steeply the path had led downward. 
I'd left Greenburg I’d looked forward to a new life. Instead, I’d 
confusion and pain—shame, and now, death. Had these things been 

into my destiny even long ago in the little town where I was 


mother ran a small grocery store in Greenburg. Dad ran off and 
er when I was five years old. I don’t remember him. Mom said he 


ik and chased women so we were better off without him. 
though Greenburg was a friendly town, we didn’t have many friends. 
na was a big, bitter woman. She kept me close by her side and tried 
arn me against the world. “You’re big like me, Rinda,” she often said. 
| kind of plain with that mousy hair and those little eyes. Maybe no 
will want you. But if one does you tell him to ‘git’ fast. Men only 
t sex and they can’t get enough of that dirtiness. They’re all beasts.” 
cared me when she talked like that but I couldn’t believe it was all 
| was a shy girl with a lot of romantic thoughts. Secretly I hoped 
ll in love and marry some day. In the love stories that I read when 
2 wasn’t around, sex wasn’t ugly—it was ecstasy. 
| didn’t have a chance to find romance though for when I was in my 
year in high school, Mama had a stroke and I had to drop out of school 
are for her and the store. I had no time for dates, even if a boy had 


<1 me. 


-- 


(he doctor said Mama couldn’t live long and (Continued on Page 77 ) 
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n was sued for divorce by his 
Gloria, in April, 1957. 
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Leaving church with a friend, Mrs. Gloria Gilliam (r.) is accompanied by her 9-year-old son, 
James Malcolm Jr., and daughter, Katherine, 7. 
custody of the children, whom she left when she separated from her husband. 


She will go to court, if necessary, to retain 


WHAT A FOOL I WAS! 


By MBS. JUNIOR GILLIAM 


WISE OLD MAN once told me, in one of his more 


philosophical moments, that a woman who knows no 


eness is really no woman at all. 
been a good many years since the old man dispensed 
agment of wisdom, though I’ve remembered it all these 
But only recently, over the past few months, have | 
ccasion to learn just how basically true it is. I am a 
whose marriage is wrecked, but I’ve found forgive- 
nough to admit that the crash was partly my fault. 
as a result, | feel now as never before that I am a 
iete woman. 
an Elizabeth, N. J., court clerk’s office in April, 1957, 
| a suit for divorce from my husband Jim (Junior) 
the Los Angeles Dodgers star infielder, charging 
vith just about everything in the book. I said my hus- 
was cruel to me and our two children, nine-year-old 


es Malcolm Jr., and Katherine, 7, and refused to provide 


enough to run our home. I accused my husband of 
around with other women until 3 or 4 o'clock in the 
ing, then, coming home with somebody else’s lipstick 
shirt collar. I said he committed adultery with women 
wn to me and | added that he often attacked me phys- 
violently, and caused me a lot of distress. 
o said that my husband’s treatment—or mistreatment 
| caused me loss of weight, extreme nervousness and 
nal stress and strain. And, there were a good many 
things I said in my divorce complaint that I'd rather 
iscuss any further. They are best left unrepeated. Now, 
| want to set the record straight. I want to try to 
amends for the terrible mistakes I made, in hurting 


husband and causing so much embarrassment and heart- 


other members of my family. 


In the first place, most of the things I claimed in my di- 
vorce suit—fully ninety-five per cent of them—were lies. 
They were charges and accusations made in the heat of pas- 
sion and anger that never, never could have stood up in any 
court. 

It is true, at the time I made out the divorce petition, | 
wanted to be free of Gil. I was heartbroken. My life with 
him seemed to be shattered. For that reason, I manufac- 
tured every charge and complaint I could think of in order 
to lay a foundation for a divorce from him. And while I 
painted a picture of my husband as a cruel and inhuman 
ogre who let his children starve while he was earning a five- 
figure salary in baseball, the fact is that he was a very ex- 
cellent provider. He was—and is—wonderful to our chil- 
dren, and had been an exceptional provider for me. 

The reasons for this rather strange confession are many 
and varied. 

In the first place, my nine-year-old marriage to Gil had 
been on the brink of collapse for years. Since we said our 
“I do’s” in Baltimore in December of 1949, things hadn’t 
been going very well for us. Gil was on the road a lot and 
I just couldn’t seem to get through to him. In my frustra- 
tion, | dreamed up a lot of these charges in order, I thought, 
to make a divorce complaint stick. When I first married my 
husband | was a sixteen-year-old high schooler. I saw in 
him a professional baseball hero on whom I could lavish the 
kind of attention and care that I had missed in my own 
childhood. | was full of affection, brimming over with it. | 
was the kind of a person who had to have somebody to love 
I wanted to, well, take 
care of Gil and feel that he needed, really needed, me. 
Unfortunately, Gil didn’t want this kind of attention—as 


and I wanted to share it with Gil. 
































Reflecting on her actions 

in the past two years, 

Mrs. Junior Gilliam ad- 

mits “95 per cent” of her 

divorce charges were 
false. 


much as I had it to give. He was twenty-one when we mar- 


ried, and already mature. He was quiet and shy and intro- 
spective and he felt fully capable of taking care of himself. 
He was one of those guys who really didn’t need a lot of af- 
fection and I felt frustrated in not being able to express the 
emotions | harbored. It’s probably best said that Gil grew 
up faster than I did and I sort of never caught up with him. 
So, it is true, things hadn’t been going too well for us. 


Of course. we had our children, and they were a real joy 
to us. They came rather early in our marriage and we grew 
up together. But that just wasn’t enough. I wanted so much 
to be closer to Gil. I wanted to go away with him somewhere 
and just spend the time being alone. 

Things just didn’t work out that way. Baseball made so 
many demands on him that I couldn’t squeeze myself into his 
life. He was busy with spring training, then the regular 
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Do YOU want “PICK WINNERS !” 


Do others CATCH WINNERS while 
YOU get fei Don't — up. 
I can HELP YOU with e Real 
WINNING INFORMATION. © write 
to me NOW for Your SPECIAL 
RELEASE — ‘‘PICK WINNERS!”’ 

and I will send YOU the REAL 
oe soe a time gamblers use 

DAY 





DOUBLE 
GUARANTEED 


really showed me how to PICK 
WINNERS. Bless You for YOUR 
HELP. 
charms. Send for this GUARAN- 
INFORMATION that - — make YOU into 
IG WINNER. Send $1 NOW to 


INFORMATION, Dept. 352-S, LYNBROOK, N. Y. 
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FIGHT CANCER 
WITH A CHECKUP 
(See your doctor) 
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(Send it now) 
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‘One day, by the sheerest mistake, I accidentally swallowed 


a lot of sleeping pills . . . Some people said it was a sui 


cide attempt, but nothing is further from the truth.’ 


season, then post-season commitments, 
then the cycle started all over again 
every spring. I felt, I knew. I was being 
closed out of his life and I was angry 
and hurt because of it. 

Then, the break happened. 

It was the day the Dodgers won the 
National League pennant in 1956. All 
of Brooklyn was celebrating the occasion 
and I wanted to be with Gil and join in 
the fun. I was at the ball park, at Ebbets 
Field, the day of the game, and after- 
wards Daddy and Mother and I went 
down to the clubhouse to see what Gil’s 
plans were. Women weren't allowed into 
the clubhouse, so Daddy went in to see 
Gil while he was taking his shower. | 
had told him to ask Gil if he’d join us, 
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Alone and lonely, 
Gloria Gilliam ad- 
mits her need for 
love. Says she of 
her life as a child: 
“My parents loved 
me dearly, but 
they were so busy 
earning a living 
and seeing that I 
had everything 


that I really didn’t 
have much affec- 
tion.” 


take in 
show downtown on Broadway. But my 
husband told Daddy, “Tell her I’m tired 


I don’t feel much like 


perhaps have dinner, then 


and wrung out. 
a show. Tell her I’m going right home 
to Rahway, N. J., and hop into bed.” 
Well, I accepted this explanation from 
Gil. He had used the same one before, 
So, Daddy and Mother and I[ went toa 
restaurant in Harlem. We were just 
lounging around having cocktails, when 
just by pure chance I spotted a pair of 
familiar legs and feet outside the restau. 
Unmistakably, they be. 
husband. I knew them 


rant window. 
longed to my 
well enough after so many years. 

My first impression was to burst out 
How (Continued on Page 64 | 


in tears. 
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BACK-TO-SCHOOL DAYS AHEAD 


YCHOOL BELLS RINGING. lunch boxes snapping shut and 
clocks signaling the time to wake up 
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GETTING THEM OFF 10 THE RIGHT START 


L aseens MOTHERS go shopping for and help to create a delectable dish. 


cereals, whether they are the ready- It is also good to remember that ce- 
to-eat variety, or cooked, they sometimes reals can be used for many tasty desserts 
forget that this nourishing food may be such as cookies, breads, luncheon snacks, 
used for many purposes, and can be cocktail bits and candies, and also for 
fixed many ways that the family will en- meat stretchers. To show you how ver- 
joy. It need not be just cereal and milk satile the breakfast food can be, TAN 
with the usual sliced bananas, for there has selected unusual treats made with 
are many other fruits, both canned and everyday cereals from your pantry shelf. 
fresh, that lend their flavor to cereals Cereals will also appeal to dieters. 











ized shredded wheat bits are something 
will appeal to school children. The tiny 
be served either with sugar, milk or 
for an added fancy touch, teamed with 
fresh or canned fruits. A spoonful of 
cream on top is wonderful too. 


hungry morning crowd a tasty breakfast 
an excellent “starter” for the day’s 
f activities. Place the family’s favorite 
ithin easy reach, supply plenty of milk 
and allow lots of time for leisurely 
Crisp, crunchy Cheerios are perky bits 
gy with a pleasant nutty flavor, high nu- 
nal value and loads of taste appeal. 














Grand Forks Mother can’t 
risk being a “‘pioneer”’ 
when she shops... 


BEATRICE PINSLEY 


She’s always satisfied most with a 
brand that’s made a name for itself! 


“t MADE IT... and I make sure that the best 
materials and workmanship go into any product 
with my name on it. Naturally, people blame 
me if my product is unsatisfactory, and they 
stop buying it. I can’t risk turning out any- 
thing that may be only ‘second-best.’ ” 


“| SOLD IT... recommended it because the *} BOUGHT IT... because it’s an advertised 
name it has made for itself tells me it’s one of brand I can trust completely. I just won’t risk 
the best, most up-to-date products in its field. my family’s welfare on some product I don’t 
In fact, a good brand name is the best guarantee know anything about—even when they say it’s 
my customers can have when they buy. And ‘just as good.’ I feel safer, somehow, when I 
for me, too . . . I know they'll buy it again.” stick to a brand I know I can depend on.” 


, ee 
=y 
s 

{ MANUFACTURER CUSTOMER 


THE BRANDS YOU SEE ADVERTISED IN THIS MAGAZINE ARE NAMES YOU CAN TRUST! 


They stand firmly behind every product and claim they make, 


BRAND NAMES FOUNDATION, IN¢ e 437 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 16, N. Y. 
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CUTE FOR CAMPUS 


A N EXTRA BLOUSE is a school girl’s most valuable 

wardrobe bonus. These captivating coordinates will 
always be popular, and are at their best when paired with 
colorful skirts or fancy pants for campus wear. They an- 
swer the college girl’s lament for clothes that are feminine 
and pretty without undue fuss, and practical without time 
consuming bother. The classic blouse is a standard fash- 
ion necessity and an indispensable item in every woman’s 
wardrobe. Blouse on right is olive green with stripes, and 
has three-quarter cuffed sleeves. By Hollyvogue. 


‘rinted cotton middy blouse has taffeta tie. By Judy Bond. 

V hite dacron middy blouse has sailor collar. By Alice Stuart. 

Vool jersey overblouse has wide collar and button trim. 
By Alice Stuart. 


ng-sleeved shirt is of printed polished cotton. By Judy Bond. 





LIFE'S 
LITTLE 


ix aencentatad 


N DAYTON, OHIO, told that one of her duties as newly elected secretary of the 
Third Street Baptist Church’s Sunshine Circle would be to record the minutes of 

= each_meeting, a young woman arose the second day on the job and proudly read 

' the minutes of the last meeting. Said she: “ 
six seconds.” Then she sat down. 


Minutes of the last meeting, 20 minutes, 


* * 7 


In Indianapolis, Ind., 22-year-old Leon White was treated at a hospital for a 
bullet wound in his right hand, calmly told police who asked what happened: 


I was cleaning my pistol to shoot my wife and it went off.” 
* * * 


“Nothing much. 


In Portsmouth, Va., after Rev. Ernest K. Emurian delivered a sermon on “Is This 
Church Worth Breaking Into?”, thieves entered a window the following night, ran- 
» sacked cabinets and boxes. 

* * we 

In Memphis, Tenn., Janie Albrook explained why she had not bothered to marry 

fathers of either of her two children born out of wedlock. “I could have married 
pone of those fellows, but I did not think either one was the right man for me. I think 
a girl should be able to make a choice about the man she is to marry. After all, 
= 1m a Catholic. and | will have to marry a man for life.” 

ie * *” 
© In Zebulon, N. C.. a farmer hoping to win back his estranged wife by burning 
© down her cabin doused the place with oil and set it afire, only to get his pants caught 
© on a nail as he fled the flaming building, ended up with burns over 35 per cent of 
> his body and being charged with arson. 
* * ao 
In Birmingham, Ala., an aged motorist ticketed for parking in a prohibited zone 
» near a hospital told how it was. He was visiting a sick friend, he explained, and 
during his absence from his car the meter he had put money in was dug up, the curb 
© painted yellow, and his car tagged for being in a no-parking zone. Police found 
out his story was true. 
* * 

In Norfolk, Va., after a motorist crashed his car into the steps and fence at the 
tear of Grace Episcopal Church, the Rev. Richard B. Martin pondered aloud: “] 
wonder if he couldn’t have picked an easier way to come to church.” 

* ® * 

In Los Angeles, Calif., car owner Charles D. Wherry finally gave up on his an- 
cient, oil-burning, smoke-belching sedan when it threw a connecting rod, and sold 
it to a junk dealer for $15. Lamented Wherry: “ 


© understand it. It’s like selling my heart to the junkman.” 
7 * * x 


It was running fine. I just can’t 


In Atlanta, Ga., a bootleg dealer was surprised to learn that despite his unusual 
choice of a hiding place for his latest cache of whiskey, police had nevertheless 
found it—in a basement of a church. 

* he * 

In Cleveland, Ohio, honey-voiced radio-television star Mary Holt was sued for 
divorce by her bus driver-husband, Lafayette, who charged she gave more “time, 
_ energy and attention” to her French poodle, C’est si Bon, than she did to him and 
their two children. 


| DREAM-WORK perfume 


for Many SPECIAL PURPOSES 


Because DREAM-WORK Is 2 POWERFUL 
and UNUSUAL perfurme 
o-- Are you 


interested in a man but eit rt ae eee 
7 may mak: te alt 4 eos ots 
e you on" vein 
presence. dust ase afr rope the way the directions fa 
-Mes man quarrelied with you 
with him? Then a few drops of DREAM hove Yow 
used as directions show you tial Temini kiss and make ap 
shows him your very essential femininity. 


his time oon ate aon others — 
7 ? DREAM-WORK (used prop- 


can so your 
can make him so aware of your femininity, that 
y he may prefer your company to that of others. 
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won rfume with free directions | 
how te use it for best best effects—and in full | 
seosled be petite. 5 - ted—I get full 
in 10 days. 
iS in canh, money ander check. You pay 


I'll pay postman $3 plus 42c postage. 
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shampee and coler your hair at the same time 
ee a at home—with SHAMPO-KOLOR. 
Any shade. Lasting, natura! look. Will net streak, 
rab off. Permits perm. Ask for Personal Advice. 
Write for FREE Beeklet 
Ris eS PRODUCTS, INC. 
Dept. 7e- 254 W. 31 St., New Vork 4, N.Y. 





SOW GL 


INTO DOLLARS! 
NEW songwriters, poets share $33 millions 
yearly. Songs Composed, PUBLISHED, 
Promoted. Appraisal, info FREE from 


NORDYKE. Music Publishers 
6000 Sunset, HOLLYWOOD 28T Calif 





FOR THE 


WANTS A BABY 


Doctor's Invention Gives New Help 


oman now gets her own special a Gaye when she will 


ny w 
& most likely to Cooame pregnant a Doctor’s won- 
derful invention called ADVIS-A- GUIDE. _ ADVIS- 
A-GUIDE (which is a purse-size automatic indicator) quickly 
—— your — Special days when you are most likely 
it important—these opened fertile days of 
pak are the only daye when you will t likely to con- 
ceiveac And you get these 5) speual Se foreieaovect you 
easily and rT when youuse AD GUIDE. Bestofs ail 
—Doctors and the Church approved and recommended 
ADV 1S-A-GUIDE principle. Many women have told me their 
ADVIS-A-GUIDE has helped make their married life a 
very happy time. It can do as much for you because you get 
it with 200% Just send me your 
name and address with 25c in coins or stamps. When postman 
Lee your ADVIS-A-GUIDE— sent you in a plain package 
| personal and omens with simple instructions—pay 
only $1.75 plus postage on this 300°, guaran- 
: Use your ADVIS- ‘A-GUIDE for 10 days. If youare not 
completely, satistied—if you are not delighted with the way it 
helps you in your marriage relations — return it to me. I'l! 
send your full purchase price right back to you by air- 
mail. (You can save 42c postage by sending full price of 
$2 in cash or money order or check when you write to me 
Because then | pay al! postage.) Write me personally. 


Mrs. J. L. Fredericks, Director, Dept.546 
BIRTH RESEARCH CO., 1000 Gth Ave., New York 18, N.Y. 
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Men 4vé Women 


with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’s new scientific formula 
works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 







If you’ve been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 

more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 
helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 
with shining billows of 
long, lustrous hair you've 

always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 

our generous no risk offer 





Mail coupon for no risk offer! 


OS GS OP GP 8 OS OD OS SS 8 OS OS ee ee 0 0 


RAVEEN Dept. 1-9 


1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 


Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guaranteed no 
risk offer 


OO! enclose $1.20 


HMonep back guarantee 


Try RAVEEN according to direc- 
tions. If not completely satisfied, re- 
turn unused portion of jar and tull 


0 Send C.0.0. plus postage 








purchase price will be immediately | ome 
refunded. Address 
City State 





icici a i pi cl pi ai al 








The Nail-Biting 
Child 
By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


|. ere WAS SEVEN, a lovely, 

healthy child with lustrous black 
braids and large brown eyes. Her 
family had only recently moved to the 
city from a small college town where her 
father had taught. Both parents were 
well educated and handsome people who 
could be best described as go-getters. 
Marcia, on the other hand, was a mild, 
easy-going child. 

I first saw her when I was called to 
treat a virus she had contracted. Later, 
when her mother brought her in for a 
check-up, I noticed her nails. They had 
been bitten almost to the quick, and | 
winced when I saw them. I didn’t men- 
tion it to Marcia, but later when I was 
talking to her mother I tried to decide 
what fears and tensions could cause such 
anxiety in so young a child. 

After some conversation I discovered 
that Marcia’s mother was a very am- 
bitious woman, anxious to become a 
leader in her new community. She was 
using her daughter as a wedge into 
groups that she wanted to be associated 
with. Consequently Marcia was in- 
volved in music lessons, ballet lessons, 
Brownie Scout meetings, etc., when all 
she wanted to do was jump rope and 
play hop scotch or paper dolls. 

Her new life was so overwhelming 
that her only recourse was to bite her 
nails. I suggested that some easing of 
her routine, along with a small nail 
polish set, might help her to overcome 
the habit. 

| urged against any coercive meas 
ures such as punishment, scolding or 
nagging, which would only serve to in- 
tensify the emotional strain that the 
child had been living under. 

In dealing with a child who has de- 
veloped such a nervous habit, parents 
should remember that often they are re 
sponsible for their child’s nervousness. 
Perhaps they are expecting more mature 
behavior than the child is capable of. In 
any event, to rid the child of the habit of 
nail biting or any other nervous habit, 
the parents must seek the underlying 
causes of worry or anxiety and remove 
those. 
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Runaway Wife 


(Continued from Page 14) 


doctor bills and a larger apartment and 
all the little extras that a baby costs. 

Then there was another one and life got 
to be a rat-race of feedings and diapers 
and washings and ironings and cleanings 
and bills and my nerves were getting edgy 
and Frank was coming home at all hours 
tired all the time and the romance was 
gone. 

That’s when I met Johnny. It was one 
of those rare nights when Johnny and I 
were going to a party at Elsie Harman’s 
house because we had been lucky enough 
to get a sitter. Then at the last minute 
oe got held up covering a fire for the 

so I went alone. Johnny was there 
a I arrived, looking like he had stepped 
out of somebody’s dream. 

Elsie introduced us and said that Johnny 
was just in town for a couple of weeks and 
I guess he and I more or less spent the 
evening together after that. It happened 
that way between us: sudden. 

I knew I shouldn’t have allowed Johnny 
to call me after that, and I should never 
have sneaked over to Elsie’s house to see 
him whenever I had the chance, but what 
else can-a woman do when she is in love? 

And then this morning he had called, 
telling me he was leaving and begging 
me to come with him. 

And so our whirlwind courtship was 
reaching a climax with Johnny waiting for 
me at his motel where he was packing to 
leave, and me trying to slip out of the 
house before Frank came home. He had 
called to say he would be leaving the news- 
paper office in thirty minutes, so as soon as 
he hung up I had telephoned for a taxi. 

It was kind of funny, too, what he said 
on the phone. “I talked with the building 
company again today, Gloria,” he had told 
me. “I think we ought to move out into 
that housing development. It’s kind of far 
out, but the payments would be a lot 
cheaper than rent. Anyway, we can talk 
about it when I get home.” 

Frank had been wanting to buy a modest 
new house in the suburbs for quite a while, 
but I wasn’t anxious to leave our apart- 
ment. I didn’t want to be buried out in 
the sticks with nothing happening. 

Well, I wouldn’t have to worry about 
that now. Johnny would never bury me 
out in the sticks. He was New York bound, 
and I was going with him. I had explained 
it all as best I could in my note to Frank. 

Then I heard the buzzer, slipped on my 

coat and went down the stairs. 
; “You don’t even have to bother pack- 
ing,” Johnny had told me. “I’ll buy you 
the sharpest clothes we can find. Lots of 
them. We’ll start you out brand new.” 

I loved Johnny when he talked like that. 

He was all packed when I got to the 
motel. “We could have saved the cab 
fare,” he said jokingly, “if you had let me 
pick you up.” 


“I—I didn’t want you to run into Frank, 
just in case,” I said, going into his arms. 

“Well, I guess I can handle Frankie 
Boy,” he laughed, expanding his huge 
chest as I snuggled against him. 

“I’m sure you can,” I murmured. 

“But I’d rather take care of Frank’s 
wife,” Johnny said huskily as he ran a 
little path of kisses over my ear and down 
my neck. 

I felt the pent-up longing in me surging 
forward, and for a moment I held him 
close, knowing that the white-hot moment 
of our love was close at hand. 

But then I pulled away. “You said you 
wanted to be on the road before midnight, 
remember,” I told him. “It’s past eleven 
now. And anyway, I—I’d like for you to 
drive me back past the house. I—I’d just 
like to see if the light is on so I'll know 
Frank got home to the kids.” 

“Why bother?” Johnny said impatiently. 
“They were sound asleep when you left. 
weren't they?” 

“Yes, but please, let’s just drive by.” 

Ten minutes later we were in Johnny’s 
snow-white Cadillac, heading for my house. 

“Do you want to tell me now or later?” 
I asked Johnny suddenly. 

“Tell you what, that I love you?” he 
asked. 

“No, I know that,” I said. “Tell me 
where you’ve got the money tree planted.” 

He laughed. “Just like a woman, won- 
dering if I can support you in style. Well. 
as long as there are suckers who believe 
they can guess the right number at the 
right time in the right town, I don’t think 
we have to worry.” 

That wasn’t exactly what I had hoped 
he would say about what he did for a liy- 
ing, but there was nothing for me to say 
about it. 

Johnny jammed his foot on the gas and 
we shot away through an intersection just 
as the light turned red, then he zig-zagged 
through a line of cars on the boulevard. 
“When I travel, I like to travel fast,” he 
said. 

I settled down into the leather cushions, 
thinking of Johnny and our life ahead. We 
really hadn’t said too much about mar- 
riage, although we had mentioned it a time 
or two. It would have to wait anyway until 
after the divorce and all. I hoped Frank 
wouldn’t think too unkindly of me. He 
would probably take the kids down to St. 
Louis to stay with his mother until they 
were a little older. She was crazy about 
them too. 

I don’t know when I first became aware 
of the sound of sirens and noticed the 
crowd of people gathering a few blocks 
down the street. I raised up and looked 
around me, and realized suddenly that I 
was almost home. The closer we got to 
my place, the larger the crowd grew and 
the more police cars and fire engines I 


saw. And then, right in front, was the 
ambulance. 

We had to stop the car a block away, 
and before we had come to halt I was 
leaping out the door and up the sidewalk. 

“Gloria . . . Wait, Gloria!” I heard 
Johnny calling my name, but he sounded 
a long way off and I was moving too fast. 

“Boy, that was sure a blast,” I heard 
a man’s voice in the darkness. 

“Gas explosion, probably,” another man 
said. “Lucky they’ve got the fire under 
control.” 

I ran as far as I could, and by now I 
was screaming the names: “Bobby! Janie! 
Oh, my babies!” Then a_policeman’s 
strong arms were holding me and he was 
telling me I couldn’t go any further. 

“But my children are in there!” I 
screamed. 

“There’s nobody in there now,” he said. 
“Tf there is, heaven help them.” 

I screamed again, and then fainted. 

When they brought me to minutes later 
there were some more policemen and a 
lot of people around and a woman who 
I recognized as living in our building said 
Bobby and Janie had gone to a hospital 
in an ambulance, so they put me in a 
police car and took me off too. 

By the time we got to the hospital, 
Frank was there, too, his camera in his 
hand. 

“What on earth happened?” he asked 
with a dazed expression on his face. “I 
was just about to leave the office when a 
call came in. I realized it was our place.” 

I broke down crying again then and 
couldn’t answer him. 

Then a doctor came out. 
Adams?” he asked. 

“Yes,” Frank said. 

“The children have some minor cuts 
and bruises, but otherwise they’re okay. 
I understand the firemen got to them just 
before the flames raced through your 
place.” 

“Oh, thank God, thank God,” I cried. 

To this day, Frank has never known 
where I was that night, or why I was away. 
The fire destroyed the note I had written. 
And till this day I have never known what 
happened to Johnny. Not that it matters. 
That was just a dream I was having, a 
dream that ended in a nightmare. 

I know now that my children mean more 
to me then anything else in life, more than 
all the Johnny’s in the world. But some- 
times it takes a mature woman to under- 
stand a thing like that, and I wasn’t a 
mature woman until that night. 

Sure, marriage and parenthood had 
changed Frank and me. That was the way 
life was. It didn’t mean the end of parties 
and dances and picnics and fun,. though. 
It just meant taking time out until the 
children were big enough to share some 
of those things with us. I had been willing 
to pay a price for love and happiness, 
well,—that was price. And it was an easy 
one for what I could get in return: the 
love of my husband and children. 

THE END 
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Helpful 
Heart 
Facts 


1 Some forms of 
heart disease can 

be prevented ...a 
few can be cured. 

















2 All heart cases 
can be cared for best 
if diagnosed early. 














3 Almost every 
heart condition 

can be helped by 
proper treatment. 








4 Most heart 


patients can keep on 
working—very often 
at the same job. 











5 Your “symptoms” may 
or may not mean heart 
disease. Don't guess— 
don't worry. See your 
doctor and be sure. 


mort?) FEAR WITH FACTS 
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know whether a passenger wants a little 
conversation or not. It’s a problem trying 
to decide.” 

“Life is full of little problems, isn’t it?” 
she said in a bored voice. 

I looked at her in the rear-view mirror. 
“Yeah,” I said. “Yeah, lady, it is.” I 
hunched over the wheel again and stepped 
on the gas. Boy, was she a cold one! 

When I got her home, she fumbled in 
her purse for a while, then muttered: “Oh, 
damn!” 

I didn’t know what was wrong with her. 

“Look,” she said, “I’m sorry, but I’ve 
only got a fifty dollar bill. Can you change 
it?” 

I gulped. “Change it?” I said. “Lady, I 
don’t even know how much fifty dollars 
=” 

“Then you’d better come with me,” she 
said. Just like that. 

We got out and walked to her house and 
I stopped at the door after she unlocked 
it and stepped in. She turned and looked 
at me. 

“Well, don’t stand out there in the rain,” 
she said. “Come on in.” 

I stepped inside and she slipped off her 
raincoat and hung it in the closet. She 
wore a skin-tight red dress that was against 
everything those new sack outfits stood for, 
and it was illegal the way she was built. 

I swallowed so hard I figured she must 
have heard me. 

She went out of the room and came back 
a few minutes later with three bucks in 
her. hand. “Sorry,” she said simply. 

“That’s okay, thanks,” I told her and 
turned to go. 

“Look,” she said, “I know I don’t sound 
very nice, but I’d like to make up for my 
sharp tongue and you look a little wet- 
would you like a cup of coffee?” 

I turned and looked at her. “No 
thanks,” I said. 

1 was just a cab driver. What did she 
mean, offering me a cup of coffee in her 
house? 

She must have been reading my mind, 
because she said: “It’s all right, really. 
Come on, have a cup of coffee. [ll drink 
one with you.” 

Well of all the screwy broads! One min- 
ute she was snapping my head off and the 
next she was having me in for coffee. I 
took off my hat and sat down. 

“Tt’ll only take a minute,” 
went out. 

I looked around the room, and it was 
something to see. She had all modern 
furniture and a big hi-fi set that took up 
half the wall and pictures every place. She 
must have had a lot more fifty dollar bills 
where the other one came from, I figured. 
But it wasn’t too hard to understand how 
a broad like her could live in style, not 


she said and 


Sucker Bait 
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while there was a man left alive on earth 

“Come on, let’s drink in the kitchen’ 
she called out shortly. “It’s warmer jy 
here.” 

The kitchen matched the rest of th 
place; real sharp, with copper-bottome 
pans and one of those new, flat-styled 
colored refrigerators. 

“Sit down,” she said, waving to a chair 
I sat. 

“I’m Carmen Rainey,” she went 
“What’s your name?” 

“David,” I said. “David Johnson.” 

We drank coffee in silence for a loy 
while, then she said finally: “I don’t thinj 
you like me very well.” 

“T just don’t know what to say withow 
getting my head bit off,” I said withow 
looking at her. 

“Okay.” she said, “so I had a mad m 
last night. And tonight, too, as a matter 
fact. But don’t blame me. A girl deoesn' 
like being stood up.” 

“Oh,” I said, looking up at her noy, 
“What man would stand you up?” I gav 
her an appreciative glance so she woull 
know what I meant. 

She acted as if she didn’t. “This om 
did,” she said. 

“Do you know why?” I asked. 

“His wife probably wouldn’t let hin 
out,” she said, matter-of-factly. 

Whoowee! There’s nothing like bein 
frank, 1 thought. 

I didn’t say anything for a minute, the 
| asked her: “You going back tomortoy 
night to wait?” 

“T don’t think so.” she said. “He doesn! 
matter that much.” 

I finished my coffee and got up. We 
walked back into the living room and! 
picked up my cap. “Thanks for the col- 
fee.” I said. 

She stood in the doorway as I walked 
out. Suddenly she said: “David, L jus 
might go back tomorrow night. Suppo 
you pick me up at eight o’clock here. | 
have to go down in a cab anyway.” 

“Okay,” I said. “Eight o’clock.” Then 
I left. 


THOUGHT ABOUT CARMEN the res 

of the night, wondering why she would 
fool around with a married man who dida' 
matter much in the first place. That didn’ 
make any sense. Besides, a girl that lookel 
like her could practically have her pick 
men, so why didn’t she pick out a singe 
one. And she didn’t seem to be as bad # 
she had acted at first. I mean, she dida' 

















































have to ask me in for coffee, a girl wh 
looked like that and didn’t carry anything 
smaller than fifties. Yeah, she was pretty 
nice when you stopped to think about it 
And stacked. 

Debbie Lou was yelling when I got hom 
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and Elizabeth was trying to quiet her, 
dashing around warming bottles and 
things and looking all out of shape with 
her pregnant self. i 
“She’s got a bad cold and she’s fretful, 
Elizabeth explained. “I’m glad you're 
” 
e. 
n earth ete am I.” I said. “It’s five o’clock in 
itchea, the morning and I’m bushed.” I didn’t 
mer i know what she meant by being glad to have 
me home, but just in case she had some- 
of the thing in mind for me to start doing— like 
>ttomel| taking care of the baby—I was letting her 
styled have it straight. 
‘ “I guess you are tired,” Elizabeth apolo- 
a chair sized. “But at least tomorrow you start 
driving days and you'll be home some at 
ent © night with us.” 
" Damn! I had forgotten that. 1 had told 
Carmen I would pick her up at eight. 
s Lon, My disposition wasn’t the best in the 
t think world when I drove off in my hack the 
? next morning. Somehow, Elizabeth and I 
withou had gotten into an argument over nothing 
withou and I ended it by walking out and slam- 
ming the door behind me. Boy, being mar- 
mad # ried was sure for the birds. 
atter0i 1 worked all day. wondering how I was 
doesa! going to pick Carmen up at eight when 
Elizabeth was expecting me home at six- 
T NOW.§ thirty. Then I finally decided to just tele- | 
I gave phone Elizabeth that I was going to work a 
- would double shift that night. Then I could pick 
' up Carmen. 
his one Later, I wondered why picking Carmen 
up was so important. After all, I could 
_— have told one of the guys at the cab stand 
et hing to make an eight o’clock pickup on Mul- 
_ & berry Street and she would have had her 
> being ride and I would have been home for sup- 
- per. But I didn’t do it. 
a T EIGHT O’CLOCK I rang Carmen’s 
.— - doorbell. She came, wearing a black 
doest' strapless dress cut so low in front it would 
_— never have gotten past the television cen- | 
p. We sors. A fellow doesn’t like to just stare at | 
and | something like that. but then you only live 
he cofF once. So I stared. 

“Let me get my coat,” she said, and I | 
walked f was glad she was going to cover herself 
E jus f up. It took the strain off me. 
uppe We talked all the way to the bar; just 
ere. | about first one thing and another. When 
Th we were almost there I asked: “Do you 

The F think your guy will be there?” 

“I hope so,” she said, and for some rea- 
son I didn’t like her answer. 

= I pulled up in front of the place and she 

dn got out. 
pe “Wait a minute,” she told me. 
looked For what?” I asked, but she didn’t hear 
pick of me. She was already on her way inside. 

sing A minute later she was back. “He’s 
beds there, all right,” she said, getting back into 
didnt & the cab. 
| who “Well?” I asked, not digging her. 
yything “I just wanted to make sure he’d be 
prety there waiting,” she said. “Let’s go.” 





“ ’ “ 
Let’s go?” I asked, dumbfounded. 
oe e ‘ . 
Yes,” Carmen said. “I hope he enjoys 
Waiting.” 
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“Where to?” I asked, still pretty con- 
fused. 

“Why don’t you suggest some place?” 
she said. 

“Huh?” I said, getting brighter all the 
time. 

“Yes, don’t you want a drink?” she 
isked., 

“Not while I’m working,” I said, and 
then I realized I really wasn’t on duty at 
all, except just for her. But then I started 
wondering just where the heck we could 
go. Not being much of a drinking man, 
Eddie Henderson’s was about the only 
place I was familiar with, and I sure wasn’t 
going to walk into Eddie’s with a broad 
like Carmen. Just then, she saved me. 

“Well, would you rather go home for 
coffee?” she asked. 

“An excellent idea,” I said. 

We were back at her place in nothing 
flat. and later, while she made coffee in 
the kitchen, I said to her: “I don’t dig this 
iction. I mean, you got all dressed up and 
went all the way across town to see a guy 
ind then you turn around and come back 
nome. 

“Ever hear of a little thing called re- 
venge?” she asked. 

So she made coffee and we drank it and 
talked awhile and then I got up to go. 

“How much do I owe you?” she asked 
me at the door. 

“Nothing.” I said. “Your revenge is on 
the house.” 

Then she was just standing there look- 
ing at me and I realized for the first time 
that in her high heels she was almost as 
tall as I was and her moist, red lips were 
right there in front of me, tantalizing me. 
[ don’t know what got into me, but the next 
thing | knew I was pulling her to me and 


kissing her and she was kissing me back. 
It lasted only a few seconds before I turned 
her loose and went out the door. 

“David,” she called to me, “will I see 
you tomorrow?” 

“Sure,” I said. “Same time?” 


‘Same time,” she answered. 


| DIDN’T EXACTLY feel like a World 

War II hero when I got home that night. 
\fter all, I had lied to Elizabeth and kissed 
unother woman. That was an awful lot of 
backsliding in one dose for me. Chasing 
round like the only rooster in the barn- 
yard might be all right for some cats, but 
[ was a little new at the game, and it was 
going to take some getting used to. 

The chill was still on when I got home. 
Elizabeth wasn’t saying much, and she 
looked kind of funny around the eyes, like 
maybe she had been crying, and her mouth 
had a pouting look. 

“Why the fat lips?” I asked her, decid- 
ing that the best defense is a good offense. 

She didn’t say anything. And if there’s 
anything that gets a man teed off it’s a 
woman not saying anything when you 
know she wants to bawl you out. So I fell 
into the trap. 
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“Listen,” | said loudly, “so I had to work 
a little late. I have to, don’t I, to be able 
to feed this houseful of kids you’re bent on 
having? So why should you be salty when 
I’m late?” 

“I didn’t say anything about you being 
late,” she answered quietly. 

“Well, you looked like you wanted to say 
something,” I told her. Boy, did that sound 
foolish. 

Nobody said anything else for about five 
minutes, then Elizabeth blurted out: 
“David, are you sorry you married me?” 

Well, the first thing that popped into my 
head to say was, no, I wasn’t sorry I mar- 
ried her. But then I wasn’t sure. Maybe 
I was just sorry I married, period. Was I 
sorry or wasn’t I? And sorry for what, 
marrying her or marrying at all? 

I guess it took me too long to decide on 
an answer, because the next thing I knew, 
Elizabeth had whirled around and run out 
of the room, crying. 

It was a great life we were leading, all 
right. 

I got up and walked right out of the 
house and down to Eddie Henderson’s bar. 
It was still a couple of hours until mid- 
night, so I had a drink and then went into 
a telephone booth and called Carmen. It 
was a long time before she answered. 

“It’s me, David,” I said. 

“Oh, hello.” she said, and for a minute 
I thought I had made a mistake calling 
because she sounded like her old cool self. 
But then I decided that it was all right 
when she went on: “It’s so nice of you to 
call.” 

“Yeah,” I said. “Well, it’s still kind of 
early and I was having a nightcap, but I 
remember somebody said you should never 
drink alone, so I thought maybe—” 

“That’s awfully sweet of you,” she cut 
in, “but I’m really in for the night.” 

“Well, I could get a bottle and come 
over,” I suggested. 

“That would be nice, but not tonight. I 
—I really don’t feel up to it. But you will 
call tomorrow, won’t you?” There was 
something funny about her voice. It was 
warm enough, but I was getting a flat no. 
And I thought we were better friends than 
that. 

“Okay,” I said. “Tomorrow night then.” 

I hung up and went back to the bar and 
tied a load on. Elizabeth was asleep when 
I got home and that was all right by me. It 
had gotten so all I had to do was look at 
her and she got pregnant. 

I got up early the next morning, man- 
aged my own breakfast without having too 
much to say to Elizabeth. But when I was 
leaving the house she said to me: “You 
might as well know, David, I don’t intend 
to be here when you come home.” 

“Oh,” I said. “Taking a trip some 
place.” I tried to sound as if I couldn’t 
care less. 

“Debbie Lou and I are going to Mother’s 
to stay until you decide what you want to 
do,” she said. 

Well, now, that kind of got to me. I had 


expected her to say it, but I guess dep 
down I didn’t believe she would. I jy 
looked at her for a long minute, then | 
left. 




























































DIDN’T GO HOME that evening and| 

didn’t bother to call. I didn’t reajj 
want to know whether Elizabeth had real) 
walked out on me or not. So I just kille 
time until it was nearly eight o’clock, thy 
I put on the suit I kept down at the stan) 
and headed for Carmen’s place. 

She seemed glad enough to see me, co, 
sidering the rather formal telephone co, 
versation we had the night before. I wey 
in and she poured me a drink and » 
talked a little. 

“You want to go some place?” I aske 
her finally. 

“What do you want to do?” she asked 

Until that minute I hadn’t given it mud 
thought. But now that I looked at her, y 
close to me in that skin-tight dress that| 
could almost feel her warm breath, j 
wasn’t hard for me to realize that I didn} 
want to go anywhere. 

“Tell me,” I said, “how do you manag 
a swell place like this?” 

She gave me a funny look. 

“T guess it’s none of my _ busines. 
really,” I went on, “but a guy gets cur 
ous, knowing how tough it is to make; 
buck these days and then finding a gi! 
who lives in a joint like this and wave 
fifty dollar bills around.” 

Carmen leaned over and kissed me 
“You’re right,” she said between kisses 
“it’s none of your business.” 

Well, it takes two to tango, they say, so! 
figured it wasn’t any point in having Ca: 
men doing all the kissing by herself, ani 
maybe I had better give her what help! 
could. 

Things were getting better all the time 
and pretty soon I realized that it wasn! 
going to end with kissing and I was wor 
dering what it was going to be like makin 
love to another woman after Elizabeth ani 
if she could really tell I had done it after 
wards and then Carmen’s phone was ring 
ing and I was cursing under my breath 

“Don’t answer it,” I said. 

“Maybe I'd better.” she insisted, squirm 
ing away. 

I sat there with my head spinning ani 
I was trying to figure things out. Most 0! 
all, I was wondering what I was doing 0 
Elizabeth. Then, without really intending 
to listen to what Carmen was saying ovel 
at the telephone, I began to strain my eats 
a little. 

She was talking softly, coolly, just like 
she did to me the night before when ! 
called her. Then I realized that was whi 
was making me listen; it sounded just like 
she was talking to me. Then I heard somt 
of the words: 

“Tt’s nice of you to call . . . No, nott 
night . . . You will call tomorrow, wot! 
you? .. . How about noon?” 
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' Carmen any difference. 


It was the same routine, the one I had 
heen given. It figured. There must have 
been another fellow. Another fellow? 
Hell, there must have been lots of other 
fellows. A dozen. Maybe more. After all, 


| how did a girl with no visible means of 


support keep a place like hers and no 
change smaller than a fifty? 

Yeah, that was it. She was in business all 
right. But what about me? I was just a 

r cab driver. What could I offer? 
Well, I would be convenient, wouldn’t I? 
Always ready to give her a lift, free of 
charge. And every little bit helped a girl 
like her, didn’t it? Sure it did, whether 
you were married or single, it didn’t make 
( Maybe she did 
like me a little; that just made her decide 
to take me on at bargain rates. 

Did I really want this, getting tied up 
with a broad who was always putting off 
the next guy until the one she had at the 
moment was gone? Like tonight, and like 
it must have been last night. 

Yeah, some guy must have been with her 
last night when I called. 

Was this what I was breaking up a 
home over? Sure, I wouldn’t have acted so 
high-handed with Elizabeth if I hadn’t had 
Carmen on my mind. All Elizabeth was 
trying to do was be a wife and rear a fam- 


ily for me like a million other women were 
doing for their men, and I was too stupid 
to realize it; too much of a kid to accept 
the responsibility. So what if I were broke 
and kids and everything else cost too much 
money. Was it any different for anybody 
else? 

If I thought having a family cost money, 
what was Carmen going to cost me? My 
self-respect and everything else probably. 
I guessed I wasn’t the only fool in town, 
though. There must have been other guys 
who fell in love and married girls and then 
chickened out when the time came to 
separate the men from the who 
checked out on their wives and even their 


boys, 


helpless kids, like little Debbie Lou. And 
for what? For broads like Carmen. 
Yeah, there must have been other guys 


like me who fell for sucker bait like Car- 
men. 

I could still hear Carmen on the phone— 
pleading, soft-talking, making excuses— 
when I got my hat and slipped out the 
front door. I didn’t know if Elizabeth had 
really gone home to her mother or not, but 
she had said she was only going to stay un- 
til I made up my mind what I wanted. 
Well, my mind was made up. 


THE END 





Love Across The Color Line 


(Continued from Page 31) 


suggestions were made, and_ nothing 
seemed to click. 

“I know.” Betty suggested at last. “Let’s 
drive out to Belmont and go to the horse 
races,” 

“We can use some of my birthday money 
for betting,” Betty went on, “and if it’s 
lost, it’s lost.” 

“You can be sure it’ll be lost,” 
the girls said. 

“So what? It was given to me to have 
fun with, and that’s what I want to do 
with it.” 


one of 


RIVING TO BELMONT, the girls 

queried me about Gerry and the wed- 
ding and I told them about the few plans 
we had made, about the December date 
and that invitations would go out in due 
time. Their questions about how I felt, 
what it was like to be in love, were per- 
fectly natural, but they brought back my 
worries and my thoughts of the night be- 
fore. I told them something of how I felt, 
that I wasn’t sure about being in love 
with Gerry. 
“How can you ever be sure of being 
in love?” Betty asked. “I’ve never really 
felt anything that I thought was love.” 

I thought I’d know love when it finally 
came along, but that’s all I knew—that I 
thought I would be able to feel it. Love 
must be something that turned your insides 
into a how! of jello, or made you feel that 


you didn’t care what went on around you— 
and I did not feel that way about Gerry. 

We finally pulled into the parking space 
at Belmont and got out, a little embar- 
rassed I think, and walked around, looking 
at the slowly gathering crowds and calling 
each other’s attention to particularly 
smartly dressed women and especially at- 
tractive men. 

We walked down to the end of the track, 
near the winner’s circle, and sat down on 
a bench under a huge tree. It was pleasant 
to sit watching the rapidly growing crowd, 
catching bits of animated conversation. 
There was an air of excitement, of fun, of 
suspense about the surroundings that ap- 
pealed to me. 

We got our tickets and since the race 
did not start for a little while, the others 
wanted to get some coffee. I was too happy 
watching and listening and drinking in the 
fun, so I told them I’d just wait. 

“We'll be back in a couple of minutes,” 
Betty called. already on her way. 

STUDIED the crowd, and when I tired 

of studying the crowd I studied the 
racing paper—it made little sense to me. 
And it was while concentrating on the fine 
print, trying to understand the figures and 
the information that I sensed the presence 
of another occupant on the bench. 

I glanced up at the man who had seated 
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himself beside me, turned slightly away 
from me. The light blue suit was neat 
and well-tailored, but it did not need pad- 
ding. The man wore a smart looking hat, 
straight on his head, and crossed his legs 
is he looked about him at the crowd. I 
noticed his slender fingers and, at the same 
time, the fact that they were drumming 
a little rhythm on his knees. 

| fumbled in my purse for a pencil and 
followed that with still more fumbling for 
a scrap of paper. 

“Will this help?” 

The man at my side held out a small 
sheet of paper torn from a pad. I looked 
into his eyes, murmured a “thanks” and 


took it. I concentrated on trying to figure 
out how much we would win if the horse 
we had picked came in first. 

But something had happened. I don’t 
want to say “Love at first sight,” because 


no one believes that. But I had seen some- 
thing in those eyes, felt something as those 
eyes stared back into mine, something I 
had never seen before—or since. There 
a goodness, a calmness, a kind of 
soothing “Don’t worry, I’m here,” look 
that suddenly put me completely at ease 
internally. Externally, I had never felt 
so ill at ease, so confused. 

“Are you having any luck?” 

His voice was strong and masculine, def- 
inite and sure of itself, but soft and gentle. 

[ returned his broad smile. “I don’t 
really know. Not yet, that is.” 

‘Have you picked a horse?” — 

[ wanted Blonde Magic.” 

“A horse to match your hair?” 

I nodded my head and went on talking. 
“But my friends decided on Mr. Hurry.” 

The man studied the racing paper a 
moment and then looked at me again. “You 


was 


might have something there. I’m trying 
Okefenokee.” 
“He ought to win, with a name like 


that!” 

It was a stupid remark, certainly not 
original or funny, yet it seemed to please 
both of us. We found it highly amusing. 

‘There’s a good place to watch from 
down there,” he pointed. “Want to watch 
the race with me?” 

I did not hesitate, though I have often 
wondered why not. But there was no hesi- 
The only thought that came to 
me, then, was what would the others think 
when they returned and found me gone. 

“I'd like to very much,” I said, and got 
up to accompany him. 

\ few heads turned to watch as we 
walked along together. 

There were several minutes before the 
race was supposed to start and we stood to- 
gether, talking about all the things that 
most people talk about when they first 
meet: jobs, the weather, “come out here 
often?”, where we lived. It was small talk. 
But the feelings that were going along with 
it were not small. Here was someone with 
whom I could say anything I wished. It 
was not something I knew, it was some- 
thing I sensed. And not only could I say 
34 


tation. 


what I wished, I knew that it would be un- 
derstood. Our conversation was low and 
there were moments, long moments, when 
neither of us spoke. We both tried to look 
at the crowd, to watch the horses getting 
ready to start the race, but invariably our 
attention came back to each other and our 
eyes would meet again. 

The race began and an announcer start- 
ed calling out the names of the horses, tell- 
ing who was where and what was happen- 
ing in the race. I don’t remember whether 
he ever did mention our horse by name; I 
don’t even remember watching the race. I 
can remember vividly, however, running 
my eyes over the figure of the man stand- 
ing next to me. He was six feet tall, well- 
built without being heavy, and there was a 
gracefulness about his slightest movement. 
His gestures were almost rhythmic. There 
was a strange set to his shoulders, his head 
coming forward ever so slightly as if he 
were ready to ask a question, or nod. He 
had a clipped mustache and rich, full lips, 
but it was the eyes which kept drawing my 
attention. They seemed to speak to me, 
and I wanted to speak back to them. 

Young Romance, ironically, was the win- 
ning horse in that race. 


“ARE YOU leaving so soon?” he asked 
as I started away. 

“T’ve got some friends here, you know, 
and they’ll be looking for me. My name’s 
Elaine Cook,” I said. I held out my hand. 

“I’m Carl Neil,” he replied, taking my 
hand in his. 

The feel of my hand in his hand was 
odd, but very pleasantly odd. It was the 
same combination of gentle strength that 
seemed to come from every part of him. 

“Goodbye, Elaine. It’s been fun.” 

Yes, it had been fun. It had been ex- 
citing and provoking, stimulating and fun! 
It had been—I caught myself realizing— 
the very thing that being with Gerry never 
was: real fun! 

“We don’t have to make it goodbye, do 
we?” I asked, suddenly aware of the fact 
that it couldn’t be goodbye. 

He laughed. “That’s up to you, isn’t it?” 

“TI suppose maybe it is,” I agreed. “May- 
be we could get together again soon.” 

He hesitated before saying anything fur- 
ther, and I could see the little battle going 
on in his head. Should he ask me out or 
shouldn’t he? 

“May I take you out to dinner this eve- 
ning?” he asked finally. 

Visions of standing Gerry up flashed 
through my head, and I told him the family 
expected me home for dinner. “But there’s 
tomorrow,” I added quickly. 

“Shall I meet you somewhere, or shall I 
call for you?” 

It was natural, I suppose, that I should 
have said, “I’ll meet you in town,” and so 
we agreed on a time and place for our 
meeting the following day. 

He shook hands with me, rather stiffly, 
and turned away. 

As I watched him disappear into the 


crowd, I knew that something almost larger 
than life itself had happened to me. 

“Well!” a voice said suddenly. 

It was Betty. The others were with he 
and the looks on their faces were not to 
pleasant or friendly. 

“What gives?” One of the girls snapped 
out the word as if I were on trial. 

“What do you mean?” 

“Tf you don’t know what I mean then 
something’s wrong with you!” 

Betty broke in with, “Let’s go. Maybe 
it wasn’t too good an idea to go slum. 
ming.” 

“Who said it was slumming?” I de. 
manded. 

The others were already hurrying toward 
the car, so I followed, only one glance back 
to see if Carl were anywhere in sight, 
There was no sign of him. 

Driving back to town, the conversation 
was forced and artificial. It wasn’t until 
we stopped for hamburgers that they start. 
ed lecturing me. 

“What's the big idea, Elaine? You made 
us all look like tramps.” 

“T didn’t do anything. I haven’t donea 
thing I shouldn’t have done.” 

“No?” One of the girls rolled her eyes 
in an exaggerated fashion. “You won't 
catch me doing it.” 

“And Ill bet Elaine won’t let her folk 
catch her doing it, either!” Betty mut 
tered. 

“We won’t talk about it,” I said quietly. 
“Tt’s my business and we won’t talk about 
a” 

The rest of the ride was quiet. No one 
spoke and I sat very still, thinking. | 
hadn’t done anything but respond to some 
thing inside me which called for response. 
A person had said something to me, had 
looked at me in a way I had never expe- 
rienced before. But what was more to the 
point was the fact that I had responded in 
a way that I knew I had never responded 
to anyone before. I felt new things stir in- 
side me; I felt trapped and free, both at 
the same time; I felt happy and sad, high 
and low. But one thing I knew, unalter 
ably: the man with whom I had been talk- 
ing had affected me more than any other 
man I had ever met—and if my woman's 
intuition was working, the feeling was love. 

Betty brought the car to an abrupt stop 
in front of our house and I glanced up to 
see Mother working in the flowers on the 
west side of the house. 

“See you soon, girls,” I said as I climbed 
out and slammed the car door behind me. 
“Thanks for calling, Betty, I’m so glad we 
went to the races.” 

“We went to the races,” one of the girls 
said. “You, dear, went to the dogs.” 

It was the first taste of my future. It 
was a preview of the weeks, months, yeals 
to follow. 

I bit my tongue as the car pulled away. 
then turned and walked up to mother. She 
straightened up, gave me a_ welcominf 
smile and asked me where we’d had beet. 

“We went to Belmont, mother, and 
played the horses.” 
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“Blaine!” Mother’s voice was more 
hocked than disapproving. “You shouldn’t 
~ to places like that.” 

“TJaughed, then hugged her and ran into 
the house. 

Inside my own room, I drew off my 
sweater and went to my dressing table and 
cupped my chin in my hands and stared 
at myself in the mirror. I sat, thinking 
and staring at my reflection. 

His face came into view beside mine and 
I giggled, out loud, at the sight of the two 
of us together. 

[ was Elaine Cook, blonde-haired and 
white-skinned. 

He was Carl Neil, 
black-skinned ! 


black-haired and 


MOTHER AND DAD did not ask any 
| questions as I left the following morn- 
ing for my meeting with Carl. I recalled 
my conversation—almost a prophetic one 
—with Mother the very morning I first met 
Carl, but that did not tell me how she would 
react to my seeing him or to my making a 
date with a colored man. The sly remarks 
the girls had made had me worried. 

Mother was stirring up a cake in the 
kitchen and Dad was immersed in the pa- 
per, so the time seemed inappropriate. Any- 
how, I told myself, it was only a casual 
meeting: it did not mean anything. 

Yet, driving to town. I knew that it did 
mean something. The thoughts of Carl had 
whirled around in my mind all night. The 
look in his eyes had stayed with me. had 
become almost a part of me. and I could 
scarcely wait to see him again. 

Gerry and I had a squabble the night 
before. Gerry accusing me of lacking in- 
terest, of not caring whether I was with 
him or not. I could scarcely deny it, be- 
cause my thoughts were on Carl. It rather 
surprised me to find that Gerry even no- 
tied, however. He was usually so con- 
cerned with business or cars or plans for 
the future or something that he rarely took 
time to discuss anything awfully personal, 
except the usual sex talk. Gerry always 
seemed interested in me as a woman, but 
not as a person. I often had the feeling 
that he could have acted in the same fash- 
ion, have professed the same feelings in 
the same words for almost any other 
woman who happened to be or become his 
fiancée, 

And all during the evening, I had been 
comparing Gerry with Carl. Gerry had not 
stood the testing and comparing very well. 
He was immature and flippant. I admitted 
to myself that I could scarcely say I knew 
Carl. I knew only too well the gaps that 
existed in my knowledge of him—of his 
background, his friends, his likes and dis- 
likes, his family and his possible future. 
But something, some strange inner convic- 
tion existed that this was a man. 

As I drew near the meeting place, Gerry 





and the squabble we had had vanished 

from my mind, and only Carl and the ex- 

citement of seeing him again remained. 
Carl was waiting on the corner, tall and 
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attractive. dressed in excellent taste and 
looking as if he owned the world but had 


no need to display it. 
“Tet’s put your car in the garage over 
there and take a drive in mine,” he sug- 


gested, leaning over to talk to me through 
the open window of my car. 

I actually trembled as I drove into the 
garage, took the ticket for my car and 
walked with Carl to his car parked just 
down the street. 

We took a long, easy ride, talking in sub- 
dued tones and slowly getting to know 
each other better. It did not come as a 
surprise when Carl told me about his ac- 
tivities in the theatre. 

“And you’ve really been on Broadway?” 
| asked, remembering how I’d noticed the 
rhythm in his body the previous day. 

“Maybe you don’t remember Hot Choc- 
olates, Blue Ribbon, or Ginger Snaps,” he 
smiled, “but I danced in all of them. And 
I played the Palace with Clayton, Durante 
and Jackson.” He grinned as he added, 
‘But that was before your time.” 

‘You mean on the same bill with Dur- 
ante?” 

“No. In the same act!” 

I was impressed with his career in the 
theatre, and he went on to tell me that he 
had been with the same booking agent for 
thirteen years, the William Morris agency. 
one of the biggest and best in the business. 

“And you actually played a command 
performance for the King and Queen of 
England?” 

‘Yes,” he replied, “but it was a whole 
not just me. It was when we were 
touring Europe in Connie’s Hot Chocolates. 


show 


That was King George the fifth and Queen 
Mary, you know.” 

“And then you went into night club 
work?” 


“Did my own show, a single.” 

“What about during the war?” 

He grinned—the grin that was begin- 
ning to signal the start of a new thought, 
the grin I was beginning to find so stimu- 
lating. “I was in the very first USO show. 
Unit Number One!” 

‘Did you go overseas,” I asked, as soon 
as Carl had ordered and the boy had 
moved away from the car. 

‘That’s a funny thing,” he mused. He 
slouched down in the seat a little and his 
head tilted back, just enough to give him 
a unique expression. “I refused to go as 
soon as I learned we were to fly, the first 
unit to do so, overseas. I don’t know what 
Elaine, and maybe some people 
would think it’s funny, but I went straight 
to the head man and said, ‘I’m not going.’ 
He wanted to know if anything was wrong, 
of course, but I told him everything was 
fine, I loved the show and I thought it 
would be a big success. I enjoyed work- 
ing with the other artists and I thought 
the boys overseas would like the entertain- 
ment we’d worked up for them, but I re- 
fused to go. I had a funny feeling about 
the whole thing.” 

“T’ll bet they didn’t like that.” 
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it was, 


“I just had a feeling, that’s all.” Carl 
looked straight into my eyes, turning in 
the seat. “The plane that was carrying 
that unit crashed. Elaine, and they were 
all killed.” 


ARL WAS LIKE THAT. He had a 

slow, measured manner in his speech 
which was not halting, just thought-out 
and disciplined. It seemed that he might 
have thought out a complete sentence be- 
fore he ever said it. It gave me a feeling 
of confidence, a feeling that this man would 
not say things for which he was not re- 
sponsible, would not make snap remarks 
which could be taken two ways. If Carl 
said something, it was precisely what he 
wanted to say. You knew where you stood 
with a man like that. 

“T haven’t made a public appearance 
since 1952,” he said quietly, a definite nos- 
talgia in his voice. “I was playing at the 
Hotel New Yorker where one of my acro- 
batic specialties was doing back-flips.” 

I could visualize his lean body twisting 
through the air, turning over and over 
while the audience held its breath. 

“But one night,” he went on, “I mis- 
judged. I don’t know what happened ex- 
actly. It was one of those things. My foot 
caught in one of the curtains and I had a 
bad fall. I’ve never danced since.” 

He told me that his heart had been giv- 
ing him a little trouble and the doctor 
thought it might have affected his precision 
work on the stage. The heart condition was 
still there, but it was something he had 
under control. 

We talked and rode, rode and talked, 
and eventually we merely listened to the 
radio, enjoying the music and the scenery 
and each other’s company. It was a rich, 
warm feeling of companionship surround- 
ing us and just to be in Carl’s company 
gave me a feeling of well-being. 

“T guess you like music as much as I 
do,” Carl said as we approached the city. 

“T love it. I like to dance too, but Gerry 
doesn’t like dancing.” I had told Carl of 
my engagement and even of the feelings 
I'd had about Gerry. “He says it’s for high- 
school kids.” 

Carl smiled. “It gives me a good feeling 
to dance. I like to hold a girl in my arms 
and move across the dance floor with her.” 

There was intrigue in the way he said 
it that was irresistible. “Let’s dance, Carl! 
Let’s go somewhere and dance, right now!” 

“I'd rather not, Elaine. I don’t think 
you’d really want to, once we got there 
and—” he hesitated before he added, “peo- 
ple saw us together.” 

It was the first mention of “us together.” 
It was the first real indication, between us, 
that there was some reason to think we 
shouldn’t be together. I had been uncon- 
scious of anything about Carl except his 
gentleness, his charm and his strong at- 
traction for me. His eyes spoke to me all 
the time, his very nearness excited me and 
pleased me, stimulated me and satisfied me 
at the same time. It was something I had 





found completely new. And it was exactly 
what I had been searching for withoy 
knowing it, and something that I had 4}. 
ways believed possible, so why should | 
have thought of anything else? 

“Then maybe we could go to your place? 
Do you have any records?” 

“Sure,” he grinned. “I’d love to have 
you, Elaine, if you’re sure you want to 
come.” 


{T* WAS a neatly furnished, very mascy. 

line two and a half room apartment op 
Seventh Avenue, in a good neighborhood 
and it was spotlessly clean. Obviously, Car] 
lived comfortably. 

Listening to the music, a good cup of 
strong coffee on the bleached-oak table a} 
my side, I looked at Carl waiting for him 
to ask me to dance. He sat opposite, his 
long legs stretched out comfortably before 
him, his head tilted to one side listening 
to the slow moving, quiet music. 

“Let’s dance,” I said, getting out of my 
chair and moving over to him. 

Without speaking, Carl rose and took me 
in his arms. We moved slowly around the 
room. I felt myself beginning to tremble 
and it grew more violent. I was suddenly 
afraid. I knew what was happening inside 
me. I knew I wanted him to hold me closer, 
hold me tighter and pull me to him, crush. 
ing me against him and closing his lips 
over mine. I wanted him in precisely the 
way I could never have wanted Gerry. 

Of what was I afraid? 

Carl was a Negro! The reality of the 
difference in the color of our skin struck 
me hard, and I raised my head to look 
into his sensitive face. His eves held me 
as always, but not so long that I could 
not see the darkness that surrounded them. 
It was a handsome face, a good and clean 
face, it was the face of a man, but it was 
black. I was dancing with a colored man. 
alone with him in his apartment, and | 
was afraid. 

Of what was I afraid? 

The need to love had been churning in 
me for months. I wanted to love the man 
who loved me, and I knew that what | 
felt for Gerry was not love. Gerry was a 
mere boy in comparison with this man 
who held me. I knew that Gerry pro 
claimed love for me, but it was not what 
I felt love should be. I knew that love 
was being silent and content, being satis 
fied and content, and being excited and 
content; perhaps even being violent and 
content, an odd contradiction—but I was 
afraid. 

Of what was I afraid? 

I was afraid I was falling in love with 
a Negro. 

I grabbed my purse and my coat, made 
hurried excuses and asked Carl to drive 
me to the garage at once. 

He did not coax or cajole. Carl under 
stood. 

Just before I drove away from the g* 
rage, he handed me a slip of paper with 
his telephone number. “If I can ever d 
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anything for you, Elaine, let me know. And 
thank you for a wonderful day. I enjoyed 
every second of it.” 

I pulled away as rapidly as I dared, still 
afraid and badly shaken by my own feel- 


ings. 


HE FOLLOWING WEEK was the most 

insufferably miserable time I had yet 
spent in my young life. Where I’d had 
imagined problems before, I had real prob- 
lems now. I fought against my feelings 
and cried myself to sleep nightly. Gerry 
got annoyed with me—and I couldn’t 
blame him. Even my family began, almost 
immediately, to ask if anything was wrong 
with me. I wanted desperately to confide 
in my parents, at least my mother, but 
somehow I had to come to grips with my- 
self first. The feeling, for one thing, might 
pass. Perhaps it was but a passing fancy, 
a momentary illusion, or an infatuation 
which should be suppressed. But I knew 
what I felt inside. I knew this was dif- 
ferent. 

That Carl was a Negro seemed not to 
have entered my mind until the moment 
[ realized I felt something new within me. 
But at that moment, I became so aware 
of it that it quickly became uppermost 
in my mind. I began searching my soul 
for my previous feelings about colored peo- 
ple and I realized, incongruously enough, 
that I was prejudiced against colored peo- 
ple. Why, then, had not my prejudice 
been in effect when I first saw Carl? 

I had never known any colored people 
socially. There was no way for me to get 
to know any of them, for our neighborhood 
was a restricted one, then, and the only 
colored person with whom I had come into 
close contact had been our own helper. So 
my prejudice had no basis in fact, no 
reality. It was something imposed upon 
me from outside. It was false, unreal, and 
untrue, having no justification whatever. 

By the end of the week, Carl dominated 
my every thought. Everyone, somehow, be- 
came a person to be compared with Carl, 
and few measured up for me. The men I 
met in business seemed characterless be- 
side Carl. The boys in our crowd—and I 
smiled when I realized that I was thinking 
of them as “boys”—fell far short of Carl’s 
suave manner. So when my parents told 
me that they were going away for the 
weekend, it came as a welcome signal. I’d 
telephone Carl and see him, perhaps at my 
house. 

Again I came close to telling my family, 
to talking it all over with them and taking 
my self-questioning to them. Why I hesi- 
tated I cannot, even now, be sure, for 
everything led me to believe that they 
would at least understand, though they 
might not approve in their hearts. Still, I 
demurred. 

_ I telephoned Carl early Saturday morn- 
ing. 

“This is Elaine.” 

A moment’s silence greeted the an- 
houncement, and then Carl’s easy. voice 
said a soft. “Everything all right?” 
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Of course,” I laughed. “I’m coming 
down, Carl, if it’s all right with you.” 
Without knowing it, I had decided my 


fate 


r['IME LOST its significance. The only 
minutes and hours that meant anything 
were those when we were not together. 
Those horrible spaces were hellish torture. 

[ had learned what love was. 

Carl’s mother lived in Harlem and 
Carl was anxious that I meet her, and that 
she be given the chance to get to know me. 


\lthough we had skirted any serious con- 
versation about our futures, we both real- 
ized how the pattern was emerging. 


\ rather short, slightly pudgy woman 
creeted us at the door the day Carl took 
me to meet his mother. She held out her 
plump hand and smiled in a friendly, wel- 
coming way, inviting me inside. 

“So you’re Elaine,” she said. She sat in 
a big rocking-chair and moved back and 
forth almost imperceptibly. 

“T’ve heard a great deal about you from 
Carl,” I said. 

She looked at her son. “He’s not much 
of a talker, but if he’s going to talk about 
inyone. I’d just as soon he talked about 
me 

We talked generalities for quite some 
time. Carl and I telling about some of the 
things we had been doing. Carl’s mother 
listened intently. 

It was some time before she said finally. 

Why do you go around with a colored 

Elaine?” 
Evidently my lack of immediate answer 
us all slightly uncomfortable, but 
Carl’s mother smoothed things over with 
further questioning. The way she said the 
she said, we both knew that it was 
because they were things that had to be 
discussed. 

“You're a beautiful girl, Elaine,” she 
said. “You have beautiful hair and you’re 
young and white. I’d think you’d have a 
lot of white boys to take you out and show 
you a good time.” 

We haven’t talked much about it, Moth- 
er,” Carl interrupted. “Do you think this 
is the time or the place?” 

“T don’t know about the place, son, but 
this is certainly the time. You’re my only 
child and I think I understand what I can 
see in this girl’s eyes.” She laughed a 
low laugh. “And I haven’t known 
you for all these years without learning 
omething about you!” 

“I do have plenty of white boys inter- 
ested in me, Mrs. Neil,” I answered. “I’ve 
always been popular and I’ve always dated 
a lot of different fellows. In fact, I’m en- 
gaged to a white man now.” 

“Then why are you going around with 
my Carl?” 

It just came out: “Because I love him.” 

“You can’t just love a man and then 
leave him, Elaine,” Mrs. Neil said. “Loving 
1 man is a responsibility, and being loved 
by him is an even greater responsibility. I 
don’t think I did a very good job myself, 


man 


made 


things 


warn 
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and I'd hate to see either of you do some- 
thing you'll regret.” 

“How can you regret being in love?” I 
asked. I had the feeling I was talking 
with someone who knew much more, that 
she did not need to put into words, and 
yet I knew she was a person who cared 
about me and who understood the conflict 
that was obviously mine. 

“If it were only a question of love. I could 
give you the answer. But it’s bigger than 
that. Elaine. and you know it. Maybe you 
don’t want to admit it. Maybe you don’t 
want to face it. but your being in love 
with a colored man is a very special, even 
tragic kind of love. Every time you walk 
down the street. people will look at you, 
whisper about you. And it won’t be just 
the white people.” she added emphatically. 
“If you could live on a desert island some- 
where. maybe that would be different. But 
you can’t!” 

Carl did not say much right then, but his 
mother talked for a long time. 

As she walked to the front door with 
us, she took my hands in hers and looked 
closely at me. There was something in her 
eyes, too, which was special, something of 
the look that I knew to be Carl’s. 

“Don’t forget. Elaine. You may think 
love is color-blind, and maybe it is; but 
remember—the rest of the world isn’t.” 

We left and I suggested that we go to 
Carl’s apartment and just listen to records 
and maybe make sandwiches. 

Once we were there, the sandwiches 
gone and the records turned over two or 
three times. the subject we had both been 
thinking about but trying to avoid. finally 
came into the open between us. 

“TI want to marry you, Elaine. Perhaps 
it isn’t fair to you, or even to me, but I 
want you. I love you and I always wiil.” 

Carl was simple and direct as always. 
Not a wasted word. I stood up and looked 
out the window. my back towards Carl. I 
had not wanted to face that which I knew 
to be inevitable. 

“Wouldn’t it be wonderful if the world 
were different?” 

“How do you mean?” Carl inquired. 

Carl got up and stood beside me. 
“Elaine. what are you really trying to 
say?” 

“T mean. would we be accepted—as man 
and wife?” 

“T don’t think so. I don’t think we’d 
find very many people. colored or white. 
who would really accept us. There are a 
lot of mixed-marriages in New York, all 
over the country for that matter, and a 
lot of them, I think, are very happy. But 
we both know the truth. It would be plenty 
tough, Elaine.” 

“But why wouldn’t it work, just the 
same?” 

“Who said it wouldn’t work? But we 
know it would be very hard, that’s all I’m 
trying to say.” 

“But, Carl, it’s nobody’s business except 
ours.” 

“T’ll believe that after I’ve heard what 








your family has to say. And what aboy 
your friends?” 

I thought about that first day, the dy 
Betty and the others had made certain | 
knew their reactions, just to my talking jy 
such a friendly way to Carl, and I kney. 
probably, what they would think of , 
mixed-marriage. And yet, there was th 
possibility they would change their viey; 
and could be made to see that it was righ 
for us. They could at least meet Carl anj 
have a chance to get to know him. I dij 
not feel that anyone could meet and 
with Carl without liking him and appregj. 
ating at least some of his good qualities 

“T don’t think my Mom or Dad woul 
mind.” I said. “They’re less prejudice 
than I am.” 

“Not being prejudiced is one thing” 
Carl said, “and having a colored man « 
a son-in-law is another.” 

I could not agree with that. I though 
I knew my own parents too well to expec 
that kind of a reaction. 

Suddenly, however. the problems seeme/ 
overwhelming. Here I was, engaged to; 
white man whom lots of girls would hay 
given almost anything to get. yet I wa 
standing in the apartment of a colore 
man talking about marriage. It all seemed 
utterly ridiculous, as if it were happenin 
to another girl, not me. 

Perhaps the strangeness of the situation, 
or the sudden realization of the superficial 
absurdity of it made me laugh, turn an 
throw my arms around Carl and kiss him 

Something beautifully painful sho 
through me as he returned the kiss, closing 
his arms around me protectively, lovingly. 
He kissed my lips and my cheeks and m 
eyes and chin and throat, and I move 
my fingers across his shoulders, down his 
broad back. 

It was a reckless. fearless moment. |i 
was an instant when everything could hav 
been destroyed. when I might have de 
stroyed myself. 

I pulled Carl toward the sofa and drev 
him down beside me. I fumbled at the 
buttons of his shirt and pulled it open. | 
pushed my hand beneath the soft cotton 
under his arm, and the touch of his ski: 
against the palm of my hand was exciting 
I looked at the whiteness of my arm again# 
the blackness of his chest. and the sighi 
made me tremble violently. The muscle 
in his back felt hard and good to touch 
and the response of his arms to me Wi 
indication that the feeling was mutual. 

“Have me if you want me, Carl,” ! 
whispered. “I want you to have me.” 

Carl pushed me away immediately. 4 
want you to be my wife, Elaine. I dor! 
want it any other way!” 

“But we don’t have to wait. Do we!” 

Carl stood up. “I’m not a toy, Elaine 
I’m not something you can use _behial 
closed doors. I don’t want to hide frot 
the world or from society. I don’t thial 
you do either, but unless we build thi 
relationship on firm ground, we’re beatét 
before we start.” 
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[gathered my things together and left. I 
did not want something “behind closed 
doors.” But I did want Carl. I loved him, 
and I loved him cleanly and sincerely. 

| had decided I wanted to marry Carl 
Neil. I knew I loved him more than any- 
thing in the world. 


TELEPHONED CARL the following 

morning. But I did not tell him what 
[had hoped to tell him or what he wanted 
and hoped to hear. 

That night, after dinner, Mother and 
Dad were watching television, and I tried 
to watch, too. But nothing seemed funny 
and nothing seemed dramatic to me. It all 
seemed so trite and silly and unimportant. 

Finally. unable to put it off any longer, I 
asked them if they’d mind turning off the 
set, that I had something important to talk 
over with them. 

Dad grumbled. but Mother turned off 
the set and asked me to wait a minute 
while she put on a pot of coffee. I was 
nervous. I thought it would probably be 
hard at first, then easier to make them 
understand. My father had colored people 
working for him and Mother had already 
told me, though she hadn’t realized 
nor had I, at the time—how she felt. 

“So what’s the big problem?” Dad asked 
when Mother came in from the kitchen. 
“Can’t Gerry wait until Christmas?” 

“[’'m afraid Gerry’s going to have to wait 
longer than Christmas,” I said. 

Mother smiled. “It’s perfectly natural. 
Elaine. to be afraid and wondering about 
whether you should or shouldn’t marry. 
I've often wondered myself what would 
have happened if your father hadn’t been 
so insistent.” 

Dad just grunted. 

“But what I’m trying to say.” I contin- 
ued, “is that I’m not going to marry Gerry, 
this Christmas. before Christmas, or any 
other Christmas. I’m never going to marry 
him.” 

Dad grunted again. “What’s so serious 
about that? You won’t have any trouble 
finding someone else.” 

“‘T've already found someone else.” 

Dad must be quite unromantic. He 
picked up the paper and started to open 
it again. “Is that all?” He shook the 
paper out. “Bring him around and let’s 
take a look at him.” And then he added. 
looking up, “What’s he do?” 

“Right now he’s working with a friend 
of his who owns a lot of houses. It’s a 
rental collection agency.” That seemed 
to satisfy dad. “And I’d like to bring him 
here for dinner tomorrow night, if it’s all 
right.” 

“It’s all right with me if it’s all right 
with your mother. She’ll have to do the 


cooking. Shall I have some special steaks 
cut?” 





“We'd love to have him, Elaine,” Mother 
suid. “But where did you meet him? How 
long have you known him? What’s his 
Name and where does he live?” She 
stopped asking questions just long enough 
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For a creamy, non-drying lipstick 
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“My make-up 
stays fresh 

and neat 
all day” 


“My boss used to say I 
wasted too much time 
freshening my make-up. 
He doesn’t complain now 
that I use Black and White 
Vanishing Cream as my 
make-up base. It keeps my 
make-up fresh-looking for 
hours without retouching.” 
Claudette M. Edwards 
Detroit, Mich. 
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HAIR STRAIGHTENING 
COMBS 


This amazing new comb, used by leading 
beauty specialists the world over, has 
been acclaimed by women everywhere. 


Creates a smooth natural and attractive 
appearance. 
Will not cut or tear the hair. 
Heats faster and stays hot longer. 
Made with brass teeth and copper spaces. 
The Perma-Tite process prevents teeth in 
comb from loosening. 

You have choice of two types: 
. 1—with fine teeth ...costs $2.50 


costs 2.25 
GUARANTEED. Money refunded if not satisfied. 
Order yours today. Send full price, we pay postage charge 
and will send new 48 page hair style beoklet FREE. 


HUMANIA HAIR co. 
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We only sell genuine perfumes honestly described. 
Our patrons know that any belief in the presence 
of benevolent influences in a perfume is absurd. 


Do YOU want 
the Real MONEY PERFUME? 


Do YOU want a perfume that 
smells like MONEY? Looks me 
MONEY? And reminds YOU 
MONEY every time YOU use it? 
Then YOU want LUCY MONEY 
Perfume that is made with rich 
GREEN OILS to give YOU a very 
POWERFUL and RICH scent. A 
friend told me, ‘‘When I want per- 
fume that is PLENTY SURE to 
please I use your LUCY MONEY 
Perfume because it GIVES me the 
ATTRACTIVE scent that men like 
best."’ If YOU would like a 10 day 
trial of LUCY MONEY Perfume, send me your name 
and address. When the postman delivers it with com- 
plete Directions, deposit $3 (2 big bottles for $5) plus 
postage and handling on my HONEST GUARANTEE: 
Use Your LUCY MONEY Perfume for 10 days and if 
you are not satisfied, I'll send your $3 right back 
Only Real LUCY MONEY Perfume.can bring HIGH 
PRAISE for Your GOOD SELECTION. Send NOW to 


LUCY PERFUMES, Dept. S-152, LYNBROOK, N. Y. 
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Drunkenness ruins Health, Happi- 
ness. Break the Drinking Cycle 

QUICKLY ...INEXPENSIVELY! 
Use ALCOREM, the amazing liquid 
that promotes aversion (dislike) to- 
ward ALL intoxicating drinks. Not 
classed as a permanent “cure,”’ but 
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drawal of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 
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alcohol. GUARANTEED Pure and Effective. Aversion 
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systems. Also REE WEIGHT CHART to guide re- 
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DO NOT DELAY 2. Onder | ALCOREM NOW 
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ALCOREM, PINKIES: Weight Coax S “om wrapper. 
Pay postman $7.¥5S plus C.O.D. and postage. To SAVE 
70c in C.O.D. and postage, send $7.95 with order. 
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to catch her breath for more. “Have you 
told Gerry yet?” 

Gerry doesn’t know,” I broke in, “but 
[ thought I’d call him now and tell him 
tonight. I'll give his ring back.” I twisted 
the ring I was still wearing. Everything 
eemed to be falling into place beauti- 
fully. My spirits soared. 

[ walked over to Mother and squatted 
floor at her feet. “I met him that 
morning Betty and the girls and I went 
sut to Belmont, Mother.” 

Dad interrupted. “That’s not a very nice 
lace to meet anyone, at a race track.” 

You'll find every member of the so- 
illed ‘four-hundred’ there most of the 
ime,” I snapped back. “Anyhow, he 
loesn’t go there very often and that was 
ny first time.” 

Dad finally grumbled something about 
iking a good horse race himself some- 
imes, then turned back to his paper. He 
vas certainly showing great interest in my 


yn the 


ew romance! 

There’s something else you might just 
is well know,” I went on. “His name’s 
Carl Neil and he has a nice apartment on 
Seventh Avenue.” 

“Well?” Mother shifted her position, sat 
up straight. Something in my voice must 
have warned them both for Dad put his 
yaper down and stared at me. 

It had to come sooner or later, so I said 
t. “Carl’s colored.” 

Vother’s hands started shaking. Her 
ands tightened into fists, then unclenched. 
She opened her mouth, but nothing came 
ut. She turned pale. 

Dad dropped his paper to the floor, 
erabbed the arms of his chair and pushed 
himself up. “You mean he’s a Negro, a 
lack man?” 

[ nodded my head. 

And you want to marry him?” 

| nodded again, beginning to be afraid. 
Chere didn’t seem to be anything to say. I 
hought I should be saying all kinds of 
wonderful things about him, telling them 
his years in the theatre when he 
s making five and six hundred dollars a 
veek. I thought I should be explaining 
[ felt inside, what it did to me to be 
1ear him, be with him. But it didn’t seem 
What could I tell my mother 
and father, who had been happily married 
for more than thirty years, what it was 
like 


1 
ipout 


now 


iecessary. 


to be in love? 
You marry that black so-and-so and 
no daughter of mine.” Dad said 
it in a hard, brutal voice. “That’s all I 
have to about it. You forget him, 
forget the whole thing, and Ill forget you 
ver said anything about it.” 

“But I love him.” 

Dad’s face was red with anger. “Love a 
nigger? How do you know? Did he rape 


yous 


ou fre 


say 


It was more than anger. It was a mad 
rage 
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Her face was set 


I turned to Mother. 
and her hands were still trembling. “What 
do you say, Mother?” 

“How could you. Elaine? 
you do this to us?” 

“T’m not doing anything to you. It’s my 
life. I’m the one who has to live with him.” 


How could 


“He'll never set foot in this house,” 
Mother almost screamed. “I never want 
to see him or hear about him and hear you 
talk about it again.” 

Mother seemed to think she had settled 
it, once and for all. She seemed to throw 
up a wall in her mind, as if to say she 
had suddenly forgotten everything I had 
said, that things were just what they had 
been before. 

“But I honestly love him, Mother! Being 
near him does things to me that being near 
Gerry has never done.” 

“T said it was over, Elaine. I don’t want 
to hear another word.” 

I jumped up. “But you’ve got to hear 
another word. I’m in love with him and 
I want to marry him.” 

Mother spit out the words. “A colored 
man!” 

“Remember what you said about Nellie? 
You liked her.” 

“Nellie was a maid,” Mother said quick- 
ly. 

“But she was colored! There are plenty 
of white maids, too.” 

“God didn’t give you to me, Elaine, for 
you to do this. God didn’t mean for you 
to marry a black man or he’d have made 
you black.” 

“God made us all equal. That’s what 
I’ve always been taught. Why isn’t it true 
now?” 

“Tt’s a disgrace, Elaine. I’m ashamed 
of you and I’m quite ashamed for you. 
What would your brother and _ sister 
think?” 

“Did they ask me what I thought when 
they got married?” 

“That’s different.” 

“Why? Just because they married white 
people?” 

“They married their own kind!” 

“And Carl’s my kind. Carl’s good and 
clean and decent, and he loves me. Carl 
understands lots of things that go on in- 
side me without my having to explain them, 
without my even having to mention them.” 

“But don’t we understand you, Elaine? 
Don’t you know that we love you and want 
only what’s best for you?” 

“If you want what’s best for me, you'll 
want me to marry the man I love.” 

Dad took three big steps across the 
room and slapped me, hard. 

“You deserve it, Elaine,” Mother said, 
her voice cold and distant. “If you say 
once more that you love this—this nigger 
—I don’t want you to stay in this house 
another minute.” 

(Continued Next Month) 


Shame Street 
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other cities to live with relatives, lots yj 
the fellows went into the army and s 
down wherever they happened to be qj 
charged. Now and then, a Sycamore 
girl found a man to take her away—son 
times even marry her. 

I never thought about it much, one wa 
or another. All I’d ever known was Syg 
more Street and I barely was aware th 
there was another world and other peoj 
outside. There were three of us Johnst 
kids. Eulah, my brother Roosevelt, and m 
Mama didn’t have much time to devote; 
us, but since I was the youngest and rathe 
sickly, I guess I got more attention tha 
the others, 

Sometimes when I was home sick May 
would try to cheer me up by telling 
stories that her grandmother had told he 
about life in the old South. Other tim 
Mama would make me laugh with he 
humorous accounts of the rich white peop 
she worked for, the way they lived andt 
crazy things they did. Then she'd stop 
grow thoughtful. 

“They can do so much for their 
dren,” she’d say, “and I can hardly kee 
clothes on my own kids’ backs. But dor 
you worry, Idella. Someday you're goin) 
to leave this stinking hole and be som 
body.” 

It was partly because of my poor heal 
that I didn’t get mixed up with the gang 
that roamed the streets at night. I kr 
all the kids, of course, but I didn’t n 
with them. But the main reason, I gues 
was that Eulah was my protector. She 
four years older than I and would fea 
lessly attack any boy or girl who tried‘ 
harm me. As I grew older and my figur 
filled out, she kept away the men 
tried to make passes at me. 

So I never really saw the worst side @ 
Sycamore Street, although I knew of ii 
existence. Both Eulah and Roosevelt woul 
take me into the bars with them after! 
passed my 17th birthday. “You're almo 
eighteen, honey,” Eulah told me, “and! 
guess it’s time you started looking for! 
man. Although if you find a half-way d& 
cent one on this God-forsaken street, itl 
be a natural miracle!” 

“Hey, you’re low-rating me,” Roosevel 
said. “I’m from Sycamore Street and # 
are the guys I grew up with.” 

Eulah sniffed disdainfully. “And whid 
one of your jug-head friends would yu 
want fooling around with your sister?” # 
demanded. 

Roosevelt screwed up his face al 
scratched his head. He was still thinkist 
when Eulah said, “See? You can’t thial 
of a one!” 





THOUGHTS returned to the prt 
-ent, to Eulah inspecting my % 
apartment and nodding approvingly. 
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made me feel good to know that she 
approved of my new way of life. I was far 
away from Sycamore Street, over on the 
other side of town. That’s why I was sur- 
prised at her remarks. 

“Sycamore Street and all it stands for is 
behind me now,” I told my sister. 

Eulah waggled a finger at me. “That’s 
what you think. Like they say, you can 
take a gal out of the country but you can’t 
take the country out of the gal—the same 
goes for Sycamore Street, honey.” 

But my mind was made up. I was going 
to marry Warren, no matter what Eulah 
said. I had worked too hard and come too 
far to give up my goal at this late date. I 
didn’t argue with my sister, but let her go 
on chatting about old friends and the latest 
doings in the old neighborhood while we 
ate dinner. When her visit was finally 
over, Eulah said goodbye after once again 
speaking her mind about my marriage. 

But that was all I could think of and 
alone in the cozy apartment I let my mind 
wander back over the past few years, back 
to my first meeting with Warren. It had 
been that lucky meeting that changed my 
life, although I never even guessed at the 
time. It was just before my graduation 
from high school and there was a “Job Op- 
portunities” assembly for the seniors. I 
went only because I had to. 

Like most of my classmates I considered 
ita waste of time. We knew only too well 
what job opportunities awaited Sycamore 
Street girls and boys—maid’s jobs, porter’s 
jobs, and unskilled factory laborer’s jobs. 
The same jobs our older brothers and sis- 
ters and parents had held down for years. 
In my case, I didn’t even have to work un- 
less I felt like it. Being a girl, and the 
youngest in the family, I knew I could live 
at home until I was ready to marry. 

So I struggled into the assembly hall aft- 
er the program started and plopped down 
in the first seat I could find. There was a 
woman who talked to us about college en- 
trance requirements, which was a laugh 
because nobody from Sycamore Street went 
on to college. The few exceptions were 
boys who won football scholarships and 
one girl who turned out to be almost a 
genius. We sat through a boring lecture 
on how to become a teacher and one about 
stenographers and office workers. 

The final talk was mainly for the fellows 
and I was sure I’d go to sleep on that one. 
But the speaker turned out to be a good- 
looking young man, who had the girls in 
the audience ooh-ing and aah-ing. He was 
well-dressed, but in a conservative style 
rather than the extreme style we were 
accustomed to, and he spoke well. 

What impressed me most was the way he 
caught and held the attention of the au- 
dience. Just watching him and hearing 
him speak was a pleasure. There was a 
young woman with him, who acted as his 
assistant, handing him papers and charts 
which he used in his talk. The girls around 
me had a big discussion about who she was. 

e said she was his secretary, while 


others guessed that she was his girl friend. 

“IT know I'd be his girl friend if I could 
get close enough to a man like that!” re- 
marked one girl. I said nothing, but I felt 
the same way. Instead of just talking about 
it, though, I decided to do something about 
it. I felt that if I could only learn enough 
to hold a position that would get me close 
to the young lawyer who spoke that after- 
noon I would be happy. 

His name was Warren Lewis and he had 
an office downtown. He was also head of 
the Civic Betterment League, an organiza- 
tion that had been formed to improve con- 
ditions in the Sycamore Street area. It was 
through the League that I met Warren. 


IT WENT HOME from school that day 
with a new ambition. In fact, now that 
I had a goal in life I was eager to get 
started. Instead of drifting along after 
graduation, I decided that I would take a 
secretarial course. Mama was overjoyed. 
“I knew you had it in you to make some- 
thing of yourself,” she said happily. But 
Eulah threw cold water on my scheme. 
“It’s just a waste of money,” she said. 
“You'll meet some slick-talking Sycamore 
Street cat and you'll forget all about those 
high and mighty ideas.” 

I knew Eulah’s bark was worse than her 
bite and that she said a lot of things just to 
shock or upset people, but I was a little 
annoyed at the way she was always running 
down Sycamore Street and the people who 
lived there. “Why don’t you get away from 
here if it’s such a terrible place?” I asked. 

“I did try, honey. Believe me, I tried.” 
It was one of the few times I remember 
seeing her perfectly serious, even a little 
sad. “Yes, I tried to shake the dust of 
Sycamore Street off my feet.” 

“What happened?” I asked. 

She gave a short laugh. “I found out 
you can’t change what you are. I met a 
man and I thought he loved me enough to 
take me as I was. Well. I soon found out 
differently.” 

“He didn’t really love you.” I said sym- 
pathetically. 

“He loved me, all right—in his way.” she 
said quickly. “I guess I was to blame, be- 
cause I just couldn’t settle down.” Eulah 
was thoughtful for a moment. “It’s 
strange, though—things it’s all right to say 
and do here on Sycamore Street are all 
wrong anywhere else.” 

I was too excited at the prospect of the 
new life ahead of me to dwell very long on 
my sister’s troubles. I enrolled in a secre- 
tarial school downtown and soon found 
that a new exciting world existed outside 
my old neighborhood. 

But the main thing I did, once I got set- 
tled, was to join the League in order to be 
close to Warren. Only it didn’t work out 
that way. Warren was busy with his own 
practice and with the legal affairs of the 
League and seldom spent time at the office 
of the organization. So for weeks I folded 
letters and licked stamps and performed 
other volunteer chores without once catch- 


ing a glimpse of Warren Lewis. But dur- 
ing that time I learned much about the 
League and became genuinely interested in 
its work. Still, my main purpose was to get 
to know Warren. I was getting nowhere 
until one night I stayed late to finish a 
mailing job. 

The door opened and in walked Warren. 
He was much handsomer than I’d remem- 
bered. His puzzled frown gave way to a 
friendly smile, then laughter. Only then 
did I realize what a mess I must appear. 
my hands ink-stained, my hair rumpled 
and a smudge of dirt on my face. But War- 
ren’s friendly, little-boy grin made me feel 
less self-conscious. 

“This is a pleasant surprise,” he said. “I 
didn’t expect to have company tonight.” 

We introduced ourselves and he said, 
“You must be the new worker I’ve heard 
about. I understand you’re the best volun- 
teer we have.” 

I smiled modestly and went back to my 
work. Warren went into his office and af- 
ter a short while asked me to get some files 
for him. Then he asked me to do some 
typing, and before long I had put aside my 
own work and was helping him. It was 
almost like being his private secretary. 
Finally, he glanced at his watch and 
whistled in astonishment. “Eleven o’clock! 
I had no idea it was that late,” he said. He 
gave me that special smile of his and add- 
ed, “You must be starved. I know I am. 
How about sharing a sandwich with me 
before I drive you home?” 

We got better acquainted over the meal 
and I saw that Warren was just as nice 
as I had imagined him to be. Only when 
he asked me, “Where shall I drop you?” 
did I have doubts about my dream of get- 
ting him interested in me. I couldn’t ask 
him to take me to the shabby building 
where we lived. In fact, I didn’t even 
want him to know I lived anywhere near 
Sycamore Street. Luckily. I remembered 
the address of a girl in my room who lived 
in a decent neighborhood. I had Warren 
take me near there and then I caught a 
bus for home. 


i SAW WARREN fairly often in the 

weeks that followed, but always at the 
office and with other people around. I 
seemed to be no more to him that just an- 
other devoted worker for the League. So 
I was genuinely surprised when I learned 
that he had recommended that I be hired 
as secretary and office manager for the or- 
ganization. “Miss Johnston is well ac- 
quainted with the routine here and is a 
very efficient worker,” he told the board of 
directors when they. considered the matter. 

I was hired and immediately set out to 
find a place to live. Mama didn’t like the 
idea of my moving away from home, but 
she didn’t raise any objections. Eulah 
merely looked at me and said, “There must 
be a man involved. All I’ve got to say is 
don’t get carried away by all those high 
society doings downtown, honey. You're 
still just a Sycamore Street girl!” 
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Shortly after I found my little apartment 
ind moved in, Warren again drove me 
home after some overtime work at the of- 
fice. This time I let him take me to where 
| actually lived and even invited him up 
for a nightcap. “This is a cozy place you’ve 
got,” he said, easing himself into a sling 
“I’ve always wondered how a 
bachelor girl lives.” 

‘I had imagined you were an expert on 
that subject,” I said. 

Warren shook his head. “I don’t have 
time for any social life. My practice and 
my work at the League keep me pretty 
As a matter of fact, I’ve got a batch 
of work there in my brief case that I should 
be working on right now.” He sipped the 
drink I made for him. “By the time I get 
home and throw together something to eat, 
it'll be past midnight before I get to it,” 
he said with a grin. “My bachelor quarters 
comfortable or well-kept as 


chair 


busy 


iren’t as 
yours . 

That was the perfect opening for me and 
I took advantage of it. I suggested that 
Warren do his work in my apartment and 
offered to fix a snack for him. He didn’t 
protest too vigorously and it developed into 
1 wonderful evening, with me busy in my 
kitchenette and Warren, his coat off 
shirt sleeves rolled up, busy at work 
on a card table in the living room. 

As we ate, we talked for the first time of 
personal things and I learned a lot about 
Warren that night. I learned that deep 
down he was as lonely as I, but also that he 
had no plans to get married soon. His 
he said, came first. 

It was almost one o’clock when Warren 
finished up his work and prepared to leave. 
“It’s been wonderful, Idella,” he told me. 
“T not only got a lot of work done, but 
[ enjoyed myself.” 

For a long time afterwards I sat listen- 
ing to the radio and thinking how wonder- 

ul it had been. Almost like being married 
to him 

For the first time I considered the dif- 
ference in our backgrounds and wondered 
whether it would be a barrier to our 
friendship. But it was only a fleeting 
doubt erased by more pleasant 
dreams of life as the wife of Warren Lewis. 


tiny 


and 


career! 


soon 


\ S WARREN AND I became closer 
there were other warning 
signs, indications that we differed in many 


triends 


important ways. But I ignored them. I 
had been at the League about a year when 
Warren proposed. I didn’t act at all sur- 
prised, but neither did I confess that I 
knew it would happen sooner or later. I 


really loved him and he saw it in my eyes 
when he took me in his arms and tenderly 
kissed me. 

Now, as I thought over the things my 
sister had told me I wondered whether my 
Sycamore Street upbringing would prove 
to be a barrier to my happiness with War- 
ren. Not if I didn’t let it, I decided, I was 
far away from the old neighborhood and 
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the old crowd now. All I had to do was 
keep it that way. 

So I suggested to Warren the next night 
that we elope. That way, there’d be ne 
friends, no family to invite to the ceremony. 
“What?” Warren asked in mock astonish- 
ment, “You don’t want a big church wed- 
ding and a reception? I thought all girls 
wanted that.” 

I smiled demurely. “All girls aren’t 
about to marry a busy young lawyer who 
will probably have to sandwich his wed- 
ding between a court appearance and a 
speaking engagement.” 

He nodded thoughtfully. “It does make 
sense to have a simple ceremony. But [ll 
tell you one thing—I’ll never sandwich you 
between anything. I'll always have time for 
the sweetest gir] in the world!” 

And so it was arranged. I had one 
frightening moment when Warren men- 
tioned that surely my family would be at 
the city clerk’s office when we became man 
and wife. Crossing my fingers behind me, I 
made up some excuse that sounded more or 
less plausible and said “But don’t worry, 
darling. You'll meet them soon enough.” 

I meant it at the time, too. I especially 
wanted Warren to meet mother. I was sure 
he would like her. He wasn’t a snob, cer- 
tainly, and the fact that Mama wasn’t an 
elegant lady. as his own mother was, would 
not make the least bit of difference to 
him. I had my doubts about what kind of 
impression Roosevelt and Eulah would 
make on him. It wasn’t that I thought they 
weren’t good enough to know my new hus- 
band socially. At least, that’s what I kept 
telling myself. I just thought it would be 
better all around to wait a while before 
exposing him to their highly individual 
personalities. 

I met Warren’s family, his mother and 
father, sister and a brother. They were all 
professionals, and important people in the 
community. They liked me immediately, 
not only for myself. but because I had 
made a name for myself in the League. 
This last reason, I sensed. was almost more 
important than the first as far as the Lewis 
family was concerned. 


QUR WEDDING NIGHT began with 

cocktails at the home of Warren’s 
parents, and after what seemed an eternity 
we were finally alone in our own apart- 
ment. I put on my filmy gown and waited 
with pounding heart for Warren to join 
me in the bedroom. When he came in, he 
was carrying two glasses of champagne. 
He sat on the edge of the bed and handed 
me a glass of the wine. He raised his 
glass and looked deep into my eyes. 
“Here’s to the Mystery Woman,” he said. 

I smiled seductively. “Every woman is 
supposed to be mysterious. Especially to 
the man she marries.” 

He sipped his drink, then said with a 
puzzled frown, “But you’re a real mystery. 
For instance, I know more about any one 
of my clients than I do about you.” 





My heart stopped beating for a fractigg 
of a second. I said, “Darling, you soun 
like a detective in a paper-back nove 
Only, they don’t just talk when there’s, 
mystery woman within arm’s reach,” | 
smoothed out his frown with my fingertips 
Warren caught my wrist and pulled me ty 
him. 

“T love you, darling,” he said fervently, 
“That’s all that matters!” 

I closed my eyes and raised my lips ty 
his. Yes, that’s all that mattered. 

In the weeks that followed, our love fo; 
each other really was the only thing tha 
mattered. Warren was everything a girl 
could wish for in a husband, kind. gentle, 
understanding. And he was so proud of 
me that he always took me with him o 
his speaking engagements and seemed tp 
be talking directly to me when he spoke, 

We were so busy with work and making 
our home that I didn’t even have time to 
let my family know that I had gotten mar. 
ried. I was a little hesitant about telling 
Eulah because she’d been so dead set 
against it. That’s how it was that when] 
finally did return to my old neighborhood, 
no one knew I was now Mrs. Warren 
Lewis. 

I realize now that the whole thing never 
should have happened. But looking back, 
I still can’t figure at what step along the 
way I could have altered the pattern of 
events. It started out innocently enough 
with a meeting of one of the League 
branches. Not until the night of the meet 
ing did I discover where the meeting was 
to be held—at the Sycamore Street Com. 
munity House! 

Maybe that’s when I should have plead. 
ed a headache and stayed. home. But | 
knew Warren would be disappointed if! 
didn’t go; I went everywhere else with 
him and he might wonder why this night 
was an exception. 

But what decided me was the fact that 
it was highly unlikely that anyone I knew 
would attend a meeting of the League. It 
was Friday night and they would all be 
out having themselves a ball. So I went 
to the meeting. There was no way for me 
to even suspect what would happen after 
the meeting was over. 

I was trapped. I had remarked what: 
good job the branch was doing. Mr. Sills 
the branch president, said. “We do as well 
as we can with so few members. I had 
hoped for a larger meeting, but the people 
along Sycamore Street are otherwise 0¢- 
cupied tonight.” He sighed, then said with 
a faint smile, “How would you like to se 
why we don’t have many members—and 
have a drink or two at the same time?” 

Warren quickly accepted the invitation, 
but I was almost paralyzed with fear. ! 
dumbly followed them outside, barely able 
to walk. Mr. Sills acted as our guide as We 
strolled along busy Sycamore Street. I had 
no idea which bar he was taking us to, but 
I silently prayed that it would be one that 
I had not visited with my brother or s* 
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yr, We made it safely past most of the 
jars 1 was familiar with and I was just 
shout to heave a sigh of relief when I hap- 
ned to see a friend of Eulah’s coming 
down the street towards us. 

“Let’s try this one!” I said, ducking in- 
ip the doorway of the bar we happened to 
be passing at the moment. “Why not?” 
aid Mr. Sills and he and Warren followed 
me inside. 

When I recognized the interior of the 
place I'd chosen my knees sagged and I 
swayed against Warren. “What’s the mat- 
ter darling?” he asked anxiously. 

“You needn’t be afraid, Mrs. Lewis,” our 
host told me. “We'll just take a booth in 
the back and no one will bother us.” 

[held my handkerchief to my face as we 
went to the rear of the bar and took seats. 
“The smoke,” I said. “It’s thick enough to 
cut with a knife.” 

Warren nodded and smiled, but his com- 
ment was drowned out by the blare of the 
juke box up front. We ordered drinks and 
| squeezed as far into the corner as I 
could, hoping I wouldn’t be seen by some- 
oe who might know me. 


HE PLACE was a real dive and most 

of the partons fitting into the atmos- 
phere perfectly. There was so much noise 
and confusion. 

“Is that féllow at the bar trying to flirt 
wih you?” I heard Warren say. 

I turned and looked right into the face 
of Beezy Wright, an old boy friend of 
Eulah’s. I was panic striken. If he spoke 
now I would either have to tell Warren the 
trath or keep silent and let Warren have it 
out with the man he thought was trying to 
firt with his wife. For endless moments, 
Beezy’s bold stare held mine, then, with 
ashrug, he turned back to his drink on the 
ba. I guess he must have read the 
desperation in my eyes. 

“I don’t think we should have come,” 
Warren said to Mr. Sills. “Let’s go. This is 
no place for my wife.” He stood up to go, 
and I was about to squeeze out of my seat 
when the fight started. Only it wasn’t 
really a fight; it was a man beating a 
woman. My heart went dead in me when 
Isaw the woman the brute was cursing and 
hitting was Eulah! 

Before I knew what I was doing, my feet 
were carrying me to the front of the bar. 
‘Somebody do something!” I screamed. 
“He’s killing my sister! Stop him!” 

But no one interfered. That was the code 
of Sycamore Street. When I reached Eu- 
lah’s side, the man gave her one final slap, 
then turned and stalked out of the bar. 
Eulah slumped to the floor. I fell to my 
knees beside her, sobbing. I looked up in- 
to the faces around me. Warren, the ex- 
Pression on his face a mixture of shock 
and dismay ; Mr. Sills, looking very uncom- 
lortable; the other men, with “She prob- 
ably had it coming” written plainly on their 
faces. Then I saw Beezy. 

“Help me, Beezy,” I pleaded. Warren 
took a step forward, then when he saw 
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“The stinging, itching misery of acne 
pimples and blackheads made me terri- 
bly unhappy. I tried to get relief with sev- 
eral lotions and ointments without much 
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Black and White Ointment. It quickly 
relieved the itching, stinging misery. I 
want others to know about it.”’ 
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times as much in the large 75¢ size. Save— 
buy the large economy sizes. Cleanse skin 
daily with mild Black and White Skin Soap. 
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Power to make you victorious in all you undertake? 
Power to make people admire you? Power to earn 
money? Power to gain popularity—love? Power to 
make anyone follow you? I will send you informa- 
tion which is the result of scientific research. This 
information and directions wil! help you become 
more masterful and exert greater influence. You will 
be able to break prevailing misconceptions. IF YOU 
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REFUNDED. Just send your name and address. Pay on 
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SKINNY ? 


New Easy Way Puts On Pounds Firm Flesh 
Folks who are skinny, thin and underweight because of 
poor appetite or poor eating habits should try WATE- 
ON. Cheeks fill out, neck and bustline gain . . . arms, 
legs, thighs, ankles, skinny underweight figures fill out 
all over the body. Take WATE-ON .. . either Liquid 
Emulsion or the new TABLETS. You, too, may quickly 
gain 5-10-20 pounds and more so fast it’s amazing. 
WATE-ON is fortified with essential vitamins and min- 
erals and other body nutriments. Besides putting on 
weight, WATE-ON makes for better digestion of fats, 
improves the appetite, gives quick energy, guards against 
fatigue, sleepless nights, poor endurance and the low 
resistance which often accompanies underweight. If un- 
derweight is due to disease take WATE-ON under 
direction of your doctor. So don’t be Skinny . . . get 
new WATE-ON Tablets or Liquid Emulsion. Only 
$3 at druggists. 
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Beezy push his way to me, he set his jaw 
n a straight line and walked out. 

Beezy and I managed to get Eulah off the 
floor and fixed her up enough so we could 
take her home without having Mama think- 
ing she was dead. Not until my sister was 

ife in bed, her bruised face patched up, 
did I remember Warren. And that terrible 
look he had given me just before he left. 

[ sank into a chair, too tired and too 
lrained of all emotion to think about any- 
thing 

Now that I knew my sister would be all 
right, all I knew was that I had lost War- 
ren forever. Even if I had told him about 
my sordid background he still could never 
forgive or forget that awful scene in the 
var. How could I make him see that Eulah 

is a good person, but a woman who 
eternally had bad luck in picking her men? 
Would it be humanly possible to explain 
that I knew only casually the barfly who 
had responded to my cry for help? Would 
iny man believe that his wife kept her past 

1 secret unless she had some unforgivable 
in to hide? 

My family tried to console me, but I 
knew that nothing they could say or do 

ould ease the pain in my heart. They 

anted to get in touch with Warren, but I 
couldn’t face him after the awful thing I’'d 
done to him. I just wanted to drop out of 
ight and out of his life. 

When Eulah got better, she insisted that 
ve go down on Sycamore Street and cele- 
brate. I didn’t feel like it, but I had noth- 
ig better to do. I'd spent a week cooped 
» in Mama’s apartment, not even going 
iome for a change of clothes. I was afraid 

night run into Warren. 

So Eulah and I went to a bar and before 

x we had two fellows buying drinks for 

Eulah noticed that my mind was miles 

[ wasn’t paying any attention to 
it the fellow next to me was saying and 
illy he got mad and left taking his 

with him. “You’re really in love 

h that guy of yours, aren’t you, honey?” 
Fulah said finally. 

He’s not a guy. he’s my husband,” I 
plied. “He—was my husband. Let’s not 
« about it.” I was getting ready to cry. 
| don’t know how long I sat there, fighting 

e tears that wouldn’t stay back. 

But after a while, Eulah glanced up, 

ted to say something, then got up. “T’ve 
1 little run to make. Be right back,” 
aid. 
hat was a quick trip,” I said, not look- 
ng up as someone sat down opposite me. 

Can I buy a drink for a Mysterious 
Lady?” 

[t was Warren! 

[ opened my mouth to speak, but he 
eached over and patted my hand and said, 
“Don’t ask questions now, darling,” he 
tid. “I just played detective and found 
you for a guy who’s desperately in love 
with you. Any message for him?” 

! nodded happily, laughing and crying 
it the same time. “Just tell him Ill come 
ilong without a struggle!” THE END 
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could he, I thought to myself, have told 
me he was going right home to Rahway, 
then turn up right here in a restaurant 
where we were? 

Whatever the reason, I didn’t have long 
to think it over, because a second or two 
later he came into the place and saw us 
all seated around a table. He came over 
to us but I didn’t have much to say to him. 
I didn’t want to create a scene right there. 
He simply said, “Hello,” sat down and 
had dinner with us then rushed us all 
home. That’s just what I didn’t want. I 
thought this was the perfect time to cele- 
brate. But not him. I decided then that I 
must have a divorce. Life with him was 
impossible and I just couldn’t take any 
more. 

A few days later I moved out of our 
bedroom and for all intents and purposes 
I haven’t been back. For months I went 
into a state of depression that I thought 
would never end. I’d spend whole days, 
around the clock, in my own bedroom, just 
thinking about what I would do. One day, 
by the sheerest mistake, I accidentally 
swallowed a lot of sleeping pills and had 
to have my stomach pumped out in a 
hospital. Some people said it was a suicide 
attempt, but nothing is farther from the 
truth. The fact is that the doctor had pre- 
scribed a sedative for me, but somehow 
the medicine didn’t have any effect. I was 
taking the prescribed dosage, but the pills 
didn’t provide any relief. Then, one day, 
all at once, the medicine hit me. I went 
out like a light and woke up nearly two 
days later in a hospital. The doctors said 
that the sedative had had a cumulative 
effect and had begun working all at once. 

Late in January of 1957, I left Gil and 
said to myself that I’d never go back. 

I simply packed up my clothes, said 
goodbye to the children and took off for 
Baltimore. 

Frankly, it didn’t help much being in 
Baltimore. It was perhaps more depressing 
being around my friends and relatives all 
telling me that I’d made such an awful 
mistake. But I was convinced that this 
was the right move to make. I spent only 
a short time in Baltimore, then came to 
New York. 

After many conferences, I made the com- 
plaint on April 30, 1957, and had my attor- 
ney file the petition in Elizabeth, N. J. 

It was a move I have regretted a thousand 
times since, for it has caused so much 
anguish to so many. After the story ap- 
peared in the papers, my mother went into 
seclusion for weeks. She said she just 
couldn’t face people. Also, my children in 
Rahway were quite disturbed, not even to 
mention my husband. Actually, he wanted 
the divorce, too, and often told me so. But 
he never filed an answer to my charges. 
He’s too much of a gentleman. One of 
the things that hurt me most was that 


people blamed me for putting the divoy, 
news into the papers. I had nothing to, 
with it. What most people don’t knoy; 
that when such a complaint is filed, ; 
immediately becomes a matter of publ 
record and anyone can examine the papey 

Now I want to repair some of the dap. 
age I’ve done, and try to correct th 
wrongs. I want people to know that he} 
a wonderful guy. He is kind and gener, 
to a fault and never denied either me » 
the children anything we really wanted » 
needed. He did everything he could fy 
me, but the most important thing ju 
wasn’t in him to give. He just didn’t hay 
the affection I wanted and he wouldn't x. 
cept that which I had to give. 

I wanted him for myself for a while, by) 
he was always too busy. He did the bey 
he could, I guess, but it simply was 
enough. I was ready, willing, anxious tp 
give of myself, but he wouldn’t—or couldn 
—accept me. 

One of the times I wanted most to be 
with Gil was in the fall of 1956, when the 
Dodgers went to Japan. Some of the other 
wives were going, and I thought I ought 
to go too. It seemed like a good time ty 
patch up our faltering marriage—a kind 
of honeymoon, since we’d never really ha/ 
one when we married. I looked forward ty 
going to Japan with Gil. My heart was s 
on it. But our honeymoon was never ty 
be. Gil said we couldn’t afford it, but! 
felt that this was just a convenient alibi 
he was using. “Can you afford to sav 
your marriage,” I asked him. And imagine. 
I got no answer to that. What more couli 
a woman do? 

Looking back on it now, I really believe 
I'll always believe, that going to Japa 
with Gil would have saved our marriage. | 
would have given us a chance to be alont 
together, but I never got that chance. And. 
somehow, I feel cheated of having a chanee 
to save a marriage that I valued so highly. 

Yes, I was a fool about love, and nov 
I want to make amends. I made up my 
mind to tell the whole world this stor 
and let the world be my judge. At least! 
have made peace with myself and I’ve done 
the best I know how to right some of the 
wrongs. I’ve been told that getting all o 
this off my chest might ruin me, but I'm 
determined to set the record straight. 

Nothing else matters to me, except t0 
hope that Gil and the children will under 
stand. If he still wants a divorce that’ 
up to him. He’ll have to make the net, 
move. As far as I’m concerned I’ve with 
drawn my suit and I only wish it had neve) 
happened. I don’t know if I’m still in lov 
with him and I don’t know, though I doubi 
it, if he still loves me. But anything * 
possible in life and I hope for the 
of little Jim and Katherine that we ci 


salvage something of our nine years t 
gether. THE END 
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At The End Of My Rope 


(Continued from Page 33) 


could read nothing of his thoughts in his 
deep-set brown eyes. Eyes that could be 
hard and piercing when he was aroused 
or bright and sparkling when he was 


pleased. 


“Trouble at the plant?” I asked. 

“In a way,” he said vaguely. “I told 
you before that there were a couple of 
problems I had to work out.” 

Usually, when Harry had to dash out 
to take care of union business or worked 
late I accepted his brief explanations with- 
out question. But this time I wasn’t satis- 


| fed. “That girl who called, is she one of 
| the problems?” I asked. My voice took on 


an edge I knew was shrewish, but I 
couldn’t help it. 

Harry swung around, his eyebrows 
raised quizzically. “What’s that supposed 
tomean?” he asked bluntly. Before I knew 
it, we were both yelling at each other at 
the top of our voices. 

Finally, Harry jammed his hat on and 
stormed out. The goodbye he flung over 
his shoulder was muffled by the banging 
of the door. I sat up in bed, too hurt and 
bewildered to think of a thing to yell after 
him. That was the first time Harry had 
ever left me without a goodbye kiss. This 
oversight—or was it deliberate?—plus 
his angry refusal to confide in me was too 
much to pass over. 

Looking back, I realized that for the 
past few months all I’d been doing was 
overlooking Harry’s inconsiderate behav- 
ior, forgiving his short-tempered outbursts, 
making excuses for his lack of attention 
tome. Now, seeing myself in the mirror, 
rumpled and bleary-eyed, I felt as forlorn 


| as I looked. I felt unwanted and unloved. 


ARRY WAS A GOOD MAN. He 
would go out of his way to help any- 


| body, and for a friend there was nothing 
| he wouldn’t do. Down at the plant, the 


new workers came to Harry for help and 
the old-timers sought him out for advice. 
In the union, Harry was regarded as their 
top trouble-shooter. “Get Harry,” was the 
first thing they said when something went 
wrong, or when there was an unpleasant 
job to be done. 

Until now, my problems concerned our 
home and our son, Harold. But that night, 
when a mysterious woman’s phone call 
sent Harry chasing out into the night, I 
knew I had to face a situation that every 
married woman dreads—the prospect of 
losing her husband to another woman. 
Actually, I started losing Harry before 
even met him when he was elected shop 
steward of the union. “It’s a big responsi- 
bility, Myrtle,” Harry explained once after 
we met. “But it’s a big honor, too. It 
means the guys at the plant look up to 
me and trust me.” 


I had worked at the packing plant for 
almost a year before I met Harry. The first 
thing I noticed about him was his friendly 
manner, the way he treated everyone as if 
they were somebody special. I was sent into 
Harry’s department to fill in for a girl who 
had been sent home ill. Harry showed me 
how to operate the machine I was assigned 
to. 

“You’re a mighty little thing to be run- 
ning this big thing,” he said with a grin. 

“I’m bigger than this button I have to 
push,” I said. not looking up from my 
work. ; 

He laughed. “Not much bigger! But 
if you were mine, Little Bit, you wouldn’t 
even have to push a button.” 

How corny can you get? I thought to 
myself. That line was as old as the hills 
and had been tried on every woman since 
Eve in the Garden of Eden. Yet, some- 
thing kept me from giving him a flip brush- 
off. I just flashed him a smile and kept 
on working. 


T TURNED OUT that Harry wasn’t just 
another guy making a pass. He was 
really interested in me, and it wasn’t long 
before we were going steady. Being 
Harry’s girl was almost as much work as 
it was fun; Harry was always mixing busi- 
ness with pleasure whenever he went out. 
We'd be sitting in a tavern with another 
couple on a double date and someone from 
the plant might come up and start talking 
shop. Or maybe we’d be at a house party 
and before the evening was half over I'd 
look around to see Harry in a huddle with 
other union officers deep in a discussion 
as if they were alone at union head- 
quarters. 

This sort of treatment is death on ro- 
mance, and if it had been any other fellow 
but Harry the first time he neglected me 
would have been the last. With Harry, 
though, I discovered that far from ignoring 
me, he was paying me a compliment by 
assuming that I was just as interested in 
his work as he was. 


T WASN’T UNTIL the day of our 

Fourth of July picnic, however, that I 
finally made up my mind what to do about 
my unusual romance. As usual, Harry 
was off with some of the fellows, talking 
shop. The lunch I had prepared was all 
spread out and the ants were about to 
take over. Finally, I got tired of waiting 
and went over to him. “I'll be right there, 
honey,” Harry said without looking up. 
“Five more minutes, okay?” 

Mack, one of the older men in the group, 
looked at me and shook his head. “What 
you’re talking about here can keep, son,” 
Mack said sternly. “You got a fine young 
woman like this waiting for you and all 


you can think about it beating your gums! 
Better watch out or some of these young 
fellows’ll steal her right from under your 
nose! Truth to tell, I’m game enough to 
try it myself!” 

He gave me a wink and put his arm 
around my waist. “Come on, honey. I'll 
show you how to have fun on a picnic!” 

Mack didn’t give Harry a chance to get 
close to me while we laughed and talked 
and ate. Then we went to the dancing 
area and my partner and I did some fancy 
stepping that had everybody cheering us 
on. Finally, Harry cut in and danced me 
to the edge of the floor. His face was grim 
and I could see that the good-natured 
kidding had punctured his ego, although 
he tried not to show it. 

Harry started to say something but 
missed a beat and got out of step. “Dog- 
gone! I can’t talk when I dance. Never 
could,” he growled. He took my hand and 
pulled me over to where we had a blanket 
spread under a tree. 

Harry knelt down beside me and his 
voice was full of emotion as he said, “Look. 
honey, all those pretty things Mack was 
saying to you—well, I feel those same 
things about you.” 

“But you never say them,” I reminded 
him. 

He said, “Because I figure if two people 
love each other they don’t have to go 
around talking about it all the time.” 

“But, Harry,” I said softly, “this is the 
first time you’ve said anything about being 
in love with me.” 

“But you know I am,” he said. “Why 
else would I have you around all the time? 
You’re a big help to me and I don’t know 
what I’d do without you, Myrtle.” 

I laid my hand against his cheek. “A 
girl likes to be told, darling.” 

He smiled and moved closer. “Tell you 
what. If you'll marry me, I promise to 
tell you every day—and night time, too!” 

My kiss was the answer, a tender, linger- 
ing embrace that left us both trembling 
with emotion. With Harry’s arms around 
me, I felt that my future was safe and 
secure. I’d have nothing to think about 
but making him happy; he would take care 
of anything that came along because he 
was so big and strong, so kind and con- 
siderate. 

I guess that’s what every woman wants— 
a man who will be her protector; who will 
put her on a pedestal and make her feel 
she is the most important thing in his life. 
That’s what I thought marrying Harry 
would mean for me. 


qT? DIDN’T work out that way. I quit my 

job at the plant and settled down to 
being a housewife. But that lasted only 
a few short weeks. Without realizing that 
it was happening, I gradually became 
Harry’s secretary and assistant. The work 
piled up. Harry took on more and more 
activity, working in the veterans’ organi- 
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zation, the civic .association and several 
different committees. 

We ate out most of the time, grabbing 
meals between meetings. We seldom had 
iny time to ourselves. In fact, when I 
became pregnant and Harry proudly an- 
nounced it to his friends, one of them 
offered congratulations and added, “But 
when did you find time?” 

[ felt the same way. Although after the 
baby came, I got a welcome change of 
I liked being a mother instead 
of a private secretary, even though it meant 
I saw a great deal less of Harry. But I 
was busy with the baby and didn’t mind. 

Not only did I have the house and our 
hild to look after, and keeping myself 
presentable for public functions I went to 
with Harry, but I still had to listen sym- 
pathetically to Harry’s problems, offer sug- 
and encourage him when things 


routine 


restions 


went wrong. 

Some nights we would lie in bed for 
hours, just talking. Then, when the prob- 
lem was ironed out or when he had over- 
come the discouragement of some set-back, 
would drift off to sleep leaving me 
1 bundle of nerves and so physically ex- 
hausted that I couldn’t sleep. 

Our marriage suffered. After the first 
glorious weeks of our honeymoon, when 
every word and every thought seemed to 
be of love, the physical part of our mar- 
riage settled into a dull routine. Regard- 
less of how I felt at the moment, the rare 
times Harry had the time and the urge for 
love-making I had to submit or wait until 

mood struck him again. 

So I had to suppress my own desires and 

n myself to be patient when the need 
love and affection was so strong that 
[ suffered physical pain. 

But despite my efforts to be everything 

Harry wanted in a wife, I fell down on 

ill-important job—rearing our son. 
Harold was a bright, active boy who 

ed his father about as much as I did. 
When he was a baby Harold’s absences 
didn’t seem to make much difference. The 
ind I played together, ate together 
ind even slept together when we were 


iione 


hal 
ab 


But as Harold grew older and when he 
started to school he changed. He began 
to pick fights with other children and he 
tarted giving his teachers trouble. 

By the time Harold was six, he was im- 
possible to control. He was a perfect angel 
vhen his father was around, and Harry 
couldn’t understand what I was complain- 
So I had to try and handle the 
situation myself. 

Then, a few weeks ago, things started 
going wrong all at the same time. Harry 
brought home unexpected guests one night 
ind the house was in a mess. I’d been 
» have a talk with Harold’s teacher at the 
school and hadn’t had time to do my 
housework that morning. 
was very angry and scolded me 


ng about 


hopping or 
Harry 
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like a child in front of our visitors. I was 
so upset that I didn’t get a chance to tell 
him I’d learned Harold was playing hooky 
from school. At the time, Harry was more 
interested in making a good impression 
on his friends. 

The situation went from bad to worse. 
Harold was completely out of hand, and 
Harry and I seemed to be growing farther 
apart every day. 


OW, as I sat alone in the bedroom 

where Harry had left me when he 
stormed out. It seemed that my whole 
world had come crashing down around me. 
All my hard work and good intentions had 
been wasted. I’d lost my husband to an- 
other woman. 

I stumbled down to the kitchen and 
heated up the left-over coffee. Then I sat 
there trying to make some sense out of 
the mess that was my life. One thing be- 
came clear as the night slowly brightened 
into dawn—I had to get away. 

It was time to get Harold off to school 
and Harry still hadn’t come home. I was 
positive that he was with the woman who 
had phoned. but oddly enough that didn’t 
hurt me as much as the knowledge that 
everything we had built up together was 
falling apart and Harry didn’t have the 
slightest inkling what was happening. 

I was about to start packing, when the 
doorbell rang. It was a committee from 
the teen-age center. They told me that in 
celebration of the founding of the center 
the committee had decided to present 
Harry with an award for his outstanding 
contribution. I almost laughed in their 
faces as they went on to recite how much 
Harry had done for the youngsters of the 
community. 

The committee asked my advice about 
a gift for Harry and I put aside my per- 
sonal feelings long enough to play the part 
of the helpful wife. After they left, I 
crawled back to bed and cried myself to 
sleep. The next thing I remember, Harry 
was calling me and roughly shaking me. 
His first words sent a chill spreading 
through me. “Harold’s run away!” Harry 
said excitedly. “They phoned me from 
school when they couldn’t get an answer 
here.” 

“What kind of mother are you?” Harry 
shouted. “Our boy gets into trouble and 
you lay up there in bed!” 

That did it. On top of everything else. 
Harry was yelling at me and lecturing me 
on the duties of a parent. I don’t know 
what all I said to him as my temper flared 
up and the angry words poured out of me. 
“What right have you to talk?” I de- 
manded. “You spend the night with some 
woman and then come preaching to me. 
Well, I’ve had enough!” 

The argument didn’t last long, although 
we both said some very bitter things. Fin- 
ally, we cooled down enough to try to help 
find Harold. Eventually, cold and hunger 


did what the police had failed to do, 
Harold came straggling home that nigh, 
dirty and hungry, but not at all sorry fo; 
what he did. 


HE NEXT DAY, I moved out. Hany 

had calmed down and asked me to 
stay at least until after the youth center’; 
annual dinner when he was to get the 
award. But too much had happened. |; 
was too late to try to patch things up, 
Because I had no time to fix up a place, 
I left Harold with his father. I hadn't 
planned it that way, but as things turned 
out, two weeks with his son was exactly 
what Harry needed. 

The first week, Harry got a housekeeper 
to stay with the boy, but she quit. Then 
Harry took off from work and tried to 
manage alone. The neighbors let me know 
how much trouble he was having, but they 
didn’t have to. I knew how Harold was 
acting and I knew that Harry was getting 
the lesson of his life. 

The night of the youth center dinner, 
I was surprised to find Harry at the door 
of the room Id rented. “We’ve got to do 
something, Myrtle,” Harry said humbly, 
“We can’t go on this way. Harold needs 
his mother.” 

“He needs his father, too,” I said point. 
edly. 

Harry hung his head. “I know. I realize 
that now. But it’s not too late. Won’t you 
come home?” 

I realized that despite my love for 
him, a love that I’d felt even more while 
we were apart, I could not let myself fall 
back into the trap which I’d escaped. “You 
want me to baby-sit tonight so you can get 
your award?” JI asked sarcastically. 

He winced. “I’m not getting the award, 
Myrtle,” he said slowly. “I told the com 
mittee I couldn’t accept it.” 

“Why? Because of the gossip when 
your wife left you or your son ran away 
from home?” 

“No. Because I don’t deserve it,” he 
said. “How could I accept an award for 
helping youngsters when I can’t even help 
my own son? How can I pretend to be 
a big-shot community worker when I don't 
even know how to treat my own wife?” 

Well, they say a woman thinks with her 
heart, not her head—and it’s a lucky 
thing for men that we do. I decided that 
night I’'d take a chance. Oh, I know that 
Harry won’t change overnight. I know 
that he’ll miss all the activity and the 
recognition he used to get, and sometimes 
he’ll forget and fall back into his old ways. 
But we made a bargain that night. I would 
return if he would be a father and hus 
band to his family. If Harry works half 
as hard at that important job as he did a 
the others he had, I’m sure we'll make it 

I thought I was at the end of my rop 
but I’ve learned that a rope has two ends~ 


and one of them is the beginning. 
THE END 
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One Night In His Arms 


(Continued from Page 27) 


“Yeah, like lightning striking him!” the 
manager said. 

I could feel my face burning. Bill got up 
from the floor and handed me the pans and 
[made a rapid exit. I was so afraid I might 
lose my job. I worried all day about that 
and if Bill had hurt himself. 

Bill was waiting outside for me that 
evening, and we walked home together. I 
was so relieved to know he wasn’t hurt. 
Soon it got to be a regular occurrence for 
Bill to wait for me. Then he would come 
over in the evenings and take me out. He 
didn’t have much money, and usually we 
just went for a walk down near the river, 
or as far as the malt shop where we’d 
linger over a soda. 

About a year later Bill asked me to 
marry him. My father had a job now, and 
my older brother was on the police force, 
so I said I would. 


xACILY ONE YEAR to the day we 

got married, Eileen was born. She was 
the prettiest baby I had ever seen, and I 
worked hard to keep her as clean and well 
dressed as a little doll. Bill and I were full 
of big plans for Eileen’s future. She would 
have all of the things we never had. 

Eileen was the only baby we ever had. 
Gradually as the depression lifted and jobs 
became more plentiful I began to dream 
ofa little home of our own, instead of the 
cold water flat that had been our home 
since we had been married. Then the war 
came along, and Bill was drafted. 

Less than six months after he left the 
states he was dead! I was living in a tiny 
New York flat when I got the fatal news. 
For days I was caught in a frozen void. 
Bill was gone, and at only twenty-one I 
was left with a five-year-old child. At first 
Icould not make any plans for the future. 
I stayed on where I was, hoping the report 
of his death was a mistake, that they would 
find Bill alive. But the war ended and with 
itmy hopes of his return. By now I could 
think a little more clearly. I would stay on 
in New York. I didn’t want to return to the 
small town in Georgia where my family 
lived. I felt New York could offer Eileen 
a better chance in life. 

I worked part time while Eileen was in 
school. She was a very good child, with a 
lovable disposition. Between my pension 
and what I earned I was able to provide 
everything for her. She was the first child 
in her class to have a television set. Our 
house became a popular rendezvous in 
those early TV days. I was happy to cater 
to the crowd of youngsters who never 
seemed to get weary of watching this new 
magical device. I baked cookies and made 
punch for them and they all seemed happy 
and eager to come back. 


As Eileen grew into young womanhood 
I sewed and haunted the stores for special 
bargains to assure that Eileen always 
looked a little nicer than her friends. Until 
she was a junior in high school. we had 
been as close as two sisters. Then suddenly, 
she had friends she would rather go shop- 
ping with. At first I was very hurt. Then 
I concluded that it was just a phase of 
growing up. She had every moment 
planned from then on. Movies, shopping, 
dances. dates, there was scarcely time for 
her to take care of her room. I tried to 
tell myself that I should be proud she was 
such a popular young lady. Bill would 
have been so happy. If only he were here. 

The summer Eileen was nineteen, she 
went away with a group of girls in her 
office. She had a job as a secretary now. 
She was taking a charm course, and sing- 
ing lessons on Saturdays and two evenings 
a week. She had her heart set on a career. I 
didn’t try to dissuade her. She had done a 
little junior fashion modeling in high 
school, and it had whetted her appetite 
for the limelight. 

The two weeks she was away was the 
loneliest time of my life. She came home 
happy as a lark. First off, she had met a 
wonderful man! Secondly, she had been 
given a chance to sing with the hotel or- 
chestra. 

I met her wonderful man the next Satur- 
day night. Jim West was his name, and I 
could understand why Eileen liked him. 
He was tall and broad-shouldered. and sort 
of handsome in a mischievious way. I liked 
him at once. Eileen apologized to Jim, with 
a twinkle in her eye, “I didn’t warn you 
about my young mother.” 

I felt myself blushing, and wishing I had 
taken more pains with my appearance. 


“You look more like Eileen’s sister than 
her mother,” Jim said gallantly. “Now I 


can see where Eileen gets her looks from.” 

I should have been happy that Eileen 
had found such a nice young man. I tried 
to tell myself that after they left, but I was 
miserable. All at once I realized I was 
jealous! How I envied my daughter the 
wonder and glory of the love that lay 
ahead for her. I put my head down on 
my arms in a fit of weeping. 

“T want a fling at a career before settling 
down,” Eileen said to me a few weeks later. 

“T don’t blame you,” I said, bound and 
determined to encourage her to try for a 
career. 


ig BECAME almost routine for Jim to 

come to the house and visit with me the 
nights Eileen was busy with her lessons. At 
first we'd sit and talk about ordinary, ev- 
ery-day things. Then before long, he was 
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confiding in me, asking me for my help. He 
didn’t approve of Eileen trying for a ca- 
reer 

“She’s too sweet and innocent to get 
mixed up with a show crowd,” he told me. 

I pretended to agree with him, my jeal- 
ous heart forming a plan. I knew all at 
once that I had to keep them apart. Eileen 
was young, she had lots of chances. Jim 
was almost thirty, just six years younger 
than me. 

I began to fuss less over Eileen and more 
over myself. I had my hair restyled and 
bought some new clothes. I always had a 
cocktail iced and ready to pour for Jim, 
and myself freshly bathed and dressed. 
Once or twice I thought Eileen looked at 
me strangely when she came in. I felt I 
should make some explanation for my sud- 
den surge of interest in clothes and make- 
up. “I’ve just realized you’re grownup, 
and it was time I began to take a little 
pride in my own appearance so I won’t 
disgrace you.” I explained. 

‘You’re a darling!” Eileen put her arms 
about me and hugged me, and I felt almost 
like a traitor. She stood back as if apprais- 
ing me. “You do look a lot nicer with your 
hair cut short,” she said. “And I’m happy 
to see you thinking about someone but me 
for a change!” 

Before long, Jim was coming straight 
to the house from his office. We had din- 
ner together on the nights Eileen was at 
school. What wonderful nights they were! 
I made believe we lived in a separate, pri- 
vate world, that Eileen could never enter. 
| began to dread the nights Eileen was at 
home. Jim and she used to slip off together 
ind I would die in an anguish of loneliness 
ind jealousy, picturing her in his arms. It 
wasn’t fair! Eileen had everything. She 
didn’t need Jim. I knew I was going to 
try with everything in my power to keep 
him all for myself! Then fate played right 
into my hands! 


i GOT A CALL for Eileen from John 

Riley, the band leader who had played 
it the country resort where Eileen had 
He told me he had an opening for 
her, if she were interested. I couldn’t wait 
for her to come home, so I called her in 
the office. “You have an offer of a singing 
job.” I told her. 

Oh. Moms, tell me you’re not kidding,” 
she begged. 

| told her that John Riley had called 
and wanted her to get in touch with him. 
She sounded as happy as I felt when at 
last I hung up. 

rhis was my chance. It seemed fair and 
right to me. I tried to rationalize. Eileen 
wanted a chance at a career, well, here it 
was. I wanted a chance at Jim, well, this 
would be it! 

Jim was furious when he heard about 
Eileen going to John Riley’s for a tryout 
ind rehearsal. “Why didn’t you stop her? 
You know how I feel about Eileen getting 
in with a show crowd. She’s such a sweet 
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kid, she’ll only get hurt. Let’s face the 
truth. she has a nice voice, but not sen- 
sational. Can’t you talk some sense into 
her?” He turned to me and looked deep 
into my eyes, and I had to let them fall, 
for fear he would see the love shining 
out of them. 

“T’ll try,” I lied. 

I wanted Eileen to succeed beyond her 
wildest dreams. I wanted her to become 
famous. The only thing I didn’t want her 
to do was to marry Jim. I wanted him for 
myself. 

I shared Eileen’s enthusiasm when she 
told me about her tryout with Riley. “Dad 
would have been so proud of his little 
girl,” I said. 

“Oh, mother, you’re wonderful!” She 
hugged me back, “I need some evening 
gowns. Do you think we can swing it?” 

“Let’s see if you’re going to get the 
job, first, then we'll take care of the ward- 
robe. I have a little money put away for 
your wedding, but if this is more important 
to you then we'll take it out of the bank 
and buy you the works!” She whirled me 
round in a happy dance. 

Jim couldn’t seem to reach Eileen those 
next few days. Her head was up in the 
clouds where fame seemed to beckon to 
her. The last night before she left we all 
had dinner together. “Give me a chance, at 
least,” she begged Jim. “I'll never be able 
to settle down until I get this out of my 
system.” I left the room discreetly. 


ILEEN’S LETTERS were filled with 

happy news of her experiences. “The 
people are so nice to me,” she wrote. “But 
of course, I do miss home. and you, Moms. 
Take care of yourself. and give Jim a big 
hug and kiss for me.” 

I did: just that the next night. “This is 
for Eileen,” I said boldly. kissing him 
squarely on the mouth. 

“Wow!” was all he said, and I could 
feel myself shaking inside at the passion 
the kiss had aroused within me. 

One night when Eileen called home, Jim 
spoke to her. They quarreled. Eileen had 
said she was going out to the coast, and 
Jim said he forbade it. I took the phone 
from Jim who was white with anger. “What 
is it, Eileen?” I asked. 

“I’m going out to the coast, I may have 
a chance at a screen test, Moms. Don’t 
you think I owe myself this chance, or do 
you think I should come home?” I looked 
from the phone to Jim, then shrugged my 
shoulders and made an expression so he 
could see, as if I were distressed over 
Eileen’s new project and didn’t know how 
to cope with it. I let Eileen keep on talking. 
I had to be guarded in my answers with 
Jim right there listening. “All Jim and I 
want is your happiness,” I began. 

“Are you telling me to use my own 
judgment, Moms?” she asked eagerly. 

“You have to make your own decisions,” 
I said, “but remember, you do have others 
to consider.” 


“You won’t mind?” she asked. “I'll be 
able to handle Jim, let me talk to him 
again. Goodnight, Moms, and thank yoy, 
I'll be good and careful, too.” 

Jim talked for a few seconds and whey 
he hung up the phone he had a worried 
expression on his face. 

“Have a drink,” I held out a glass to 
him. “Don’t look so glum, the world hasn 
come to an end. Give her time, she’ll come 
running back home!” 

“Do you really think so?” He took the 
glass from me. 

“To the future,” I toasted, watching him 
drink. To our future, I said in my heart, 


HREE MONTHS PASSED and Eileen 

was still away. She had taken a smal] 
part in a musical. She was traveling with 
a stock company. “It’s a start,” she wrote 
to me. “I’m getting invaluable experi- 
ence.” 

Jim wasn’t dating anyone else. He was 
still coming to the house night after night 
to see what news I had received. I per. 
suaded him to continue dining with me. 
“Tt’s so lonely,” I confided. 

One night he said, “Tomorrow is the 
cook’s holiday. I’m taking you out for 
dinner tomorrow, so get on your best bib 
and tucker and be set for our date.” 

New hope began to blossom in my heart. 
Was Jim forgetting Eileen? Was he find. 
ing happiness in my company? 

I plunged into my meager savings to 
buy a new dress, black velvet with a plung- 
ing neckline. I felt very gay and young 
as Jim escorted me to a smart supper club. 
“Aren’t we splurging?” I asked. 

“T owe you this and much more after 
all you’ve done for me,” Jim patted my 
hand across the table. I felt happier than 
I could remember. 

It was a gay night. Jim even brought 
me a corsage of gardenias to wear with 
my black dress. 

The last night we had spent together 
Jim didn’t mention Eileen’s name once. 
He’s forgotten, I hoped. “Let’s go back 
to my place for a nightcap,” I suggested. 
Tomorrow was Saturday, neither one o 
us had to get up and go to work. This was 
my night, this was what I had worked 
for. Tonight Jim was going to realize he 
loved me! 

After the second drink I excused mysel! 
and went into my room and put on a lovely 
hostess gown I had been saving, smoothed 
my hair and refreshed my makeup, then 
came back and fixed a fresh drink fo 
both of us. 

“How lovely you look,” Jim said, accept 
ing the drink I offered him while he looked 
me over with positive admiration shining 
in his eyes. “Your form is as lovely as# 
young girl.” 

I could feel my senses reeling as m) 
confidence went soaring. He was conscidt! 
of me as a woman now, soon, very S001, 
would arouse in him the need to posse* 
that which would blot out every othe 
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thought. I sat beside him. “Tell me what 
you were like as a little boy,” I coaxed, 
boldly putting my arm about him, then 
Jetting my hand run through his hair. 

“There was nothing special about me,” 
he kidded, “I was just an ordinary little 
monster.” He downed his drink and I got 
up to fix him another. “Here’s to a mighty 
special gal.” He held out the glass to 
toast me then tossed it off in one swoop. I 
sat close to him and could feel him leaning 
towards me. “You are swell, you know,” he 
repeated, making my heart soar in ecstasy. 

“I’m glad you think so,” I said. simply, 
unprepared for his next statement. 

“Do you know what I think?” he asked, 
going on without waiting for me to answer 

m. “I think Eileen will get mighty tired 
of all that running around and come back 
to me soon, don’t you?” 

“And if she doesn’t. what about me?” I 
asked, angry-like. 

“Don’t I come to see you every day? 
Don’t I act like I care?” 

“You do,” I agreed. “but why?” 

“*Cause I like you, and because you’re 
Eileen’s mother.” 

“Have another drink,” I said, filling his 
glass again. “Jim, is Eileen still so im- 
portant to you?” 

I saw the sudden crease between his 
eyes as if he couldn’t quite comprehend 
my question. 

“I asked you if Eileen was still so im- 
portant to you.” I repeated. I stood over 
him watching him intently. 

He looked up at me, “What are you ask- 
ing me?” He got up from the couch and 
set the glass down. I followed him and 
stood close to him. making him face me. 
“Liz,” he began. and he sounded like a 
frightened little boy. “you know what 
Eileen means to me, the whole world!” 

I put my arms about him, forcing him 
to respond to me, “I’ve never led you to 
believe anything else. have I?” he blurted 

It sounded almost like a cry. 

“Jim,” I planted a kiss squarely on his 
lips, pressing my thinly-clad body close to 
his, “I thought you knew how I felt about 
you—kiss me Jim, hold me tight.” Then 
suddenly he was responding, kissing me 
passionately and finally in a blaze of pas- 
sion, caught me up in his arms and carried 
me on to the bed. 

Searcely had the magic moment ended 
when I heard a hoarse strangled cry 
wrung from his lips. “What is it my dar- 
ling?” I asked, but he never answered. It 
seemed but moments as I lay there reliving 
the glory of the love we had shared, when 
Iheard the door slam shut. Jim was gone. 
But he would come back. I lay there in a 
half sleep, caught in a dream world that 
Thad created. 


HE NEXT FEW DAYS brought me a 
tude awakening. Jim didn’t come back. 
He didn’t even call. Fear gnawed at me 
like a monster. I couldn’t eat or sleep. I 


walked the floor in panic. Jim had to come 
back—I couldn’t live without him. 

Finally, I couldn’t wait another day. I 
called his apartment. No answer. I de- 
cided to go over there and wait—he had 
to come home some time, I reasoned. 

But when he finally did, he did not come 
alone. Eileen was with him! 

They came off the elevator carrying suit- 
cases. Eileen saw me first. “Mother!” she 
said in amazement. “You weren’t supposed 
to be here. How did you know?” 

I saw the sick look on Jim’s face, as if 
he wished he could run away and hide 
from me. 

“Eileen, what are you doing here?” I 
asked in bewilderment. 

“Wait until we get inside.” Jim said 
tersely, setting the bags down to open the 
door. He put on the lights and I followed 
him in. Eileen remained standing outside 
the door. I watched Jim set the luggage 
down and turn to look for her. “I don’t 
intend to move one step from here!” she 
said mischievously, and I watched in a 
kind of trance as Jim went to her and 
picked her up in his strong arms and 
carried her over the threshold. I shivered 
in remembrance of those same arms about 
me. 


“Now you know!” Jim said coldly. 
“We're married!” 
“We do-oed it!” Eileen seemed com- 


pletely unaware of the tension as she put 
her arms about me. “Please don’t be cross 
with us. Mama. because we didn’t tell you 
about it first. I knew you had spent all 
that money you had put away for my wed- 
ding on my wardrobe. so we both agreed 
this would be the best way. Jim came out 
and insisted he would not go back without 
me, so what could I do?” She went to 
Jim’s side and took his arm. proudly, “You 
remember. don’t you. Moms. how love is?” 

I shivered. Yes indeed | did remember 
how love was. I tried to hide my feelings. 
thinking only of escape. “I hope you'll 
both be happy.” I tried to sound sincere, 
and it took all of the strength I could 
muster. 

I walked around most of the night. afraid 
to face the loneliness of my rooms that 
would be empty forever. now. About dawn 
I came to a decision. I had to go away. If 
I stayed it could only bring further hurt 
to all of us. Eileen would sense something 
was wrong once she came down to earth. 
This must never happen. I had to give 
them a chance to make this marriage work. 
If I remained I would poison it! Eileen 
must never know the truth about her moth- 
er. I’m sure Jim will never tell her. 

Maybe someday I can come back for a 
visit, if this memory will ever die. I can 
only look towards heaven and pray for 
forgiveness for what I have done. Right 
now I can only feel the heartbreak and 
loneliness. I know that the shame for my 
act will come later, shame for what I have 
done, and for the terrible guilt I have 


placed on Jim’s head, too THE END 
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My Daughter Ran Wild 


(Continued from Page 37) 


they met, though I knew that Willantha’s 
silence was one of defiance, not shy- 
ness. Evelyn didn’t seem to notice anything 
wrong. She told Willantha about her 
friends, how they liked to dance and go on 
I could almost read Willantha’s 
mind—*Kid stuff!” she seemed to be think- 
ing disdainfully. But she was on her best 
behavior and by the time Evelyn left I was 
sure she could help us straighten out Wil- 
lantha. 

But that hope was cruelly crushed when 
Willantha bluntly informed me that she 
intended to lead her own life and there 
was nothing her father or I could do about 
it. She said she would look up Evelyn and 
her bunch of “square” friends sometime 
when she had nothing better to do, but 
that their idea of fun would be too dull 
for her. I kept close tabs on her, checking 
the time it took her to go to the store and 
monitoring all her phone calls. I didn’t 
suspect it at the time but I was going 
about things in precisely the wrong way. 

[ wasn’t aware of my mistake, even after 
it led to a big blowup. Willantha breezed 
out one evening and at one o’clock had not 
yet come home. I sank on the sofa and 
covered my face with my hands. What 
were we going to do? All our hopes for 
our daughter were crumbling. She had 
fallen into the old habits so easily. Finally, 
Ray made some coffee and we sat in the 
kitchen sipping it and discussing our prob- 
lem 

“Belle, maybe we’ve been going at this 
the wrong way,” my husband said finally. 

[ flared up at that. “What more can I 
do? I’ve tried everything under the sun 
ind it hasn’t worked.” My voice rose to a 
high pitch as I recounted all the things I’d 
done for Willantha since she came home. 

“Yes, you’ve tried everything—except 
one,” Ray said quietly. 

| demanded that he tell me what it was 

if he could. He was silent for a moment, 
then said it was nothing important. He 
went off to bed, but I stayed up and waited. 
[ sat in the chair by the window, glancing 
out at every car that passed and every 
woman walking down the street. Finally, 
a flashy convertible stopped in front of the 
building. 

Even before I saw them kissing under the 
street lamp, I knew the car belonged to 
Barney Dobbs. I heard them come slowly 
up the steps and stop outside the door. 

And suddenly I couldn’t bear the 
thought of him kissing her goodnight. 
When the talking stopped, I went to the 
door and flung it open. “Get in the house. 
young lady!” I said furiously. “You’re still 
under-age and—” My voice trailed off as 
[ saw Barney’s sneer. 

Standing there in the doorway I was sud- 
denly conscious of how I must look in my 
old gown, my face lined with worry and 
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weariness. Barney stared at me with con- 
temptuous amusement, laughed and said, 
“Later, kid,” ignoring me altogether. Then 
he turned and jauntily walked away. I 
followed Willantha into the house, feeling 
utterly defeated. 


HE NEXT COUPLE of days were hard 

ones for me. I tried to act as if nothing 
had happened, but it was impossible to 
erase the memory of the scene in the door- 
way. Willantha must have sensed my feel- 
ings—or so I thought when she agreed to 
go to a party Evelyn was giving that Satur- 
day night. Evelyn phoned to ask Willantha 
to come. Willantha glanced at me quickly, 
then said into the phone, “Sure, kid. Ill 
be there.” 

“It might be fun,” Willantha said the 
night of the party. I noticed she had put 
on the dressy chemise I’d made for her. 
She looked beautiful, although her heavy 
makeup gave her the appearance of a 
woman. “What time’s the curfew tonight?” 
she asked. 

I tried to ignore her bantering tone. 
“There’s a concert at the church tonight,” 
I said. “Your father and I will be there un- 
til eleven, at least. You can stay as long 
as the party lasts.” 

I guess I should have been suspicious at 
her willingness to go to a party where she’d 
be among young people she always turned 
her nose up at. But I felt at ease as I 
watched her walk the block to Evelyn’s 
house. At least I knew where she was and 
I approved of the people she would be 
with, I told myself. 

But I didn’t enjoy myself at the concert. 
It had barely started before I found my- 
self wondering if Willantha was all right. 
I kept trying to reassure myself, but when 
I recalled her easy acceptance of Evelyn’s 
invitation I really began to worry. Finally, 
I could stand my own doubts no longer. I 
slipped out of the auditorium and went to 
the phone booth in the basement of the 
church. As I dialed Evelyn’s number, I 
prayed that my fears would be proved un- 
founded. Evelyn answered the phone. 

“Willantha? No she isn’t here,” she told 
me. “Her cousin came by for her and she 
left with him. That was about half an hour 
ago.” 

I thanked her and hung up. It was eight- 
thirty by my watch. I didn’t know what to 
do. Should I go up and tell Ray what I’d 
found out? Should I run home and see if 
—I couldn’t finish the thought. It was too 
disgusting to even imagine. I ran upstairs 
and stood at the back of the auditorium. 
Ray turned around and saw me. I hadn’t 
intended to let him know anything was 
wrong, but he must have read it in my face. 
He left his seat and went out into the lobby 
with me. 

“What’s wrong, Belle?” he asked. I told 


him about my phone call to Evelyn’s houge 
“So what are you going to do now?” Ra 
wanted to know. 

“I’m going to do what any mother woul 
do!” I flared. “I’m going straight home 
and if what I suspect is true, I’m going jj 
call the police and have them throw thy 
no-good Barney Dobbs in jail for contriby. 
ing to the delinquency of a minor.” 

“Are you sure that’s the right thing 
do, Belle?” Ray asked. 

I didn’t bother to answer. If he wouldn 
drive me home, I’d drive myself. But he 
followed me out and silently drove the fey 
blocks to the house. As I suspected, Bar. 
ney’s convertible was parked in front. Ray 
stopped a few doors away, then turned 
to me. 

“T still think Willantha’s a good girl” 
he said quietly. 

“How can you say that?” I shrieked. 
“The evidence is right there in front of 
your eyes!” I opened the door of the car, 
Ray stopped me. 

“T said you hadn’t tried one thing,” he 
reminded me. “Remember? Neither one 
of us has given Willantha the one thing she 
might need—our trust.” 

“Ha! You’re a fine one to talk,” | 
snapped back. “You’ve never opened you 
mouth to her as a father should. You lef 
it all to me.” 

“IT can’t argue that,” he said. “It 
hard for me to say what I’m thinking mos 
of the time. But I do know this—when: 
person has a problem, the faith and trus 
of those he loves can work wonders. 

“T learned that when I was fighting the 
liquor habit. You had faith in me and » 
did the counsellor I went to every week. 
and that helped me to break the habit. In 
thinking it’s the same way with Willantha 
As long as she knows we expect her to be 
bad, she'll go out of her way to prove we'r 
right. If we trust her—who knows?” 

I hesitated, but only for a second, then! 
jumped out of the car and hurried upstairs 
Noiselessly opening the door, I saw Barney 
holding Willantha in a passionate embrace. 
They were standing in the living room ani 
she had her purse clutched in her hand a 
if they’d been on their way out when le 
caught her to him. 

Barney was saying, “Sure, I know I said 
I'd take you dancing, baby, but what’s the 
rush? It’s nice and cozy here and your 
folks won’t be home until eleven.” 


Y FIRST IMPULSE was to rush in 
But Ray’s words flashed through my 
mind. “If we trust her — who knows?” 
Could I—should I take a chance? It wa: 
true that I had never really trusted Wi 
lantha, but that was only because I had: 
mother’s natural concern for her child. ! 
don’t know how long I stood there, trying 
to decide the right thing to do. Baruey’ 
voice purred persuasively as he tried W 
talk Willantha into doing as he asked. 
“This is what you’ve been asking {ot 
baby,” Barney was saying. “Just let your 
self go. Relax. You’re not worried abot! 
what your folk will think, are you? Hel. 
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your old lady already thinks you have your- 

self a ball every night in the week. You 

can see it in her eyes. Why disappoint 
her?” 

Suddenly, with a little cry that was al- 
most like a sob, Willantha clung to him in 
surrender. Barney bent his head and 
kissed her, passionately, possessively. I 
stood there and couldn’t move. 

All Barney’s talk about her beauty and 
charms had not moved her. She’d been in 
his arms, but she hadn’t belonged to him. 
She’d never belonged to any man. 

But Barney’s taunt that Ray and I ex- 
pected her to be wild had made her melt 
in his arms with that hopeless little cry of 
longing and despair. Ray had been right. 

I prayed God that what I was about to do 
was the right thing, and asked for strength 
tocarry it out. I backed out the door, then 
made a big business of opening it again. I 
switched on the light and this time, Barney 
and Willantha jumped apart. 

“Hello,” Willantha said, and her voice 
told me that she believed I had come back 
to check on her. “I left Evelyn’s party. It 
was a big bore.” 

“That’s too bad,” I said, going over to 
the end table and pretending to search for 
something. 

Out of the corner of my eye I caught 
sight of her open-mouthed astonishment. 
“You mean you didn’t know I'd left?” she 
asked. 

“I’ve been at the concert,” I replied, 
avoiding a direct answer. 

“And you don’t care?” Her voice was 
incredulous. 

I shrugged my shoulders. “There’s no 
reason for you to stay if you weren’t having 
a good time.” I said casually. Then I 
walked back into the bedroom and took my 
glasses out of my purse. Holding them in 
my hand, I went back. “I must be getting 
old.” I said to Willantha. “It wasn’t until 
the program started that I discovered I 
didn’t have my glasses. I could hear the 
performers, but I couldn’t see them.” I 
went to the door. 

Willantha gasped and stared at me wide- 
eyed. She didn’t say anything when I said 
goodbye and left. Heaving a sigh. I slowly 
made my way downstairs and to the car. 

“Well, what happened?” Ray asked. 

I shook my head and waited, my eyes 
glued to the front entrance. The door 
opened and I gripped Ray’s arm as I 
watched Barney pound down the steps and 
climb into his car. Behind him was Willan- 
tha, walking slow and wiping her eyes. 
Barney’s car roared off, leaving Willantha 
standing on the sidewalk. 

Then, straightening her shoulders, Wil- 
lantha turned and started down the street. 
Ray and I watched breathlessly and saw 
her turn into Evelyn’s house. It was then 





(ell. 


that I broke down. The tension, the sus- 
pense, the praying had been too much for 
me. Ray put his arms around me. “I think 
we've found the answer, Belle,” he said 
comfortingly. “Willantha will be just as 
good as we want—and expect—her to be.” 


THE END 
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[| was only thirteen then—when Kenny and 
| had got caught in a sudden rainstorm 
we’d crawled in through one of the broken 
windows and had our picnic in there. 
Kenny built a fire while I wiped off the 
I'd had the craziest feeling for a 
minute—like we were married. I thought, 
Someday we will be. Before I had a chance 
» tell Kenny, he yelled at me to hurry up 
ind get some more kindling before the fire 

ent out. And I yelled back, “Who was 

our slave last year?” And somehow the 
moment was lost. 

But it didn’t matter then. When you’re 
is young as we were and as happy, you 
don’t worry or plan ahead. You’re too 

just being happy. 

[t was during the first week of my junior 
ear that Beverly Holmes came along and 
poiled everything. Kenny was a senior 
ind so was Beverly. One minute Kenny 
vas mine, like he’d always been, and 
everything was right in my world. 

That was the minute we were chugging 
way from the school grounds in Kenny’s 
old jalopy. I said, “Mom said for us to 
ome right home today and she’d have 
ome of that marble cake you’re so crazy 
ibout 

Kenny didn’t answer. He slowed down, 
ind I followed his gaze. Just then he 

lled past me, “Hi, Bev. Give you a lift?” 

[ jerked around and saw her—a tall, 
slim exotic girl. She smiled at Kenny and 
broke away from the crowd she was with 
ind came swishing over. Her wide skirt 
billowed out daintily, and her tight, pink 

weater was so revealing it made me blush 
see Kenny watching her. 

Kenny was out of the car in a flash. I 

stared while he took her books and helped 
He’d never done that for me. 
He turned to me with a silly look on his 
“This is Bev Holmes, Shirl—she’s 
new in town. She’s in Geometry II with 
me.” To her he said, “Shirl Baker—the 
kid next door.” 

I couldn’t tell you what she said—or 
what Kenny said. I only knew his voice 
sounded strange, and the way they talked 

ind laughed right over me—made me feel 
like I was invisible. We pulled up in front 
of my house. Beverly swished out, and 
Kenny said in that different voice. “Here 
ou are, Shirl.” 

They both waited for me to leave. My 
throat ached with tears. I didn’t try to say 
inything. I felt wooden as I pushed my- 
elf out of the car and started up my walk. 
[ didn’t turn. In a second I heard them 

ittle off down the street. 

[ got up to my room as fast as I could. 
| looked at myself in my mirror, critically. 
On the short side, not thin enough—not 
inything enough. Drab hair, small eyes, 
everything just ordinary. Suddenly it was 
is if Beverly Holmes moved into the pic- 
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t ible 
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face 





Anything To Make Him Mine 


(Continued from Page 19) 


ture beside me—and I couldn’t stand the 
comparison. I looked away, out the win- 
dow, across to where Kenny’s room was, 
and I thought, How am I going to live with- 
out Kenny? I wanted to die. But I didn’t. 
I'd lost Kenny, and somehow I kept right 
on living—going to school and coming 
home and talking to Lynn and the other 
kids I’d always known. Of course every- 
body knew what had happened. Lynn was 
the only one of the kids who ever said 
anything, and she just didn’t understand. 

I spent hours at my window, crouching 
behind the curtains to see when he came in 
—or when he went out. When I knew he 
was home I’d invent excuses to go over to 
his house, to borrow something or return 
something. When he was working in his 
yard, I found something to do in ours. 

Finally, Mom began getting annoyed. “I 
know how you feel, Shirley,” she said once. 
“But it was bound to happen. It just hap- 
pened to Kenny first. You'll find someone 
too, dear. But you’ve got to stop running 
after him.” She shook her head im- 
patiently. “Where is your pride? Your 
self-respect?” 

I didn’t answer. It wasn’t any use telling 
her I didn’t have or want anything—not 
pride or self-respect or dates or anything 
else—without Kenny. All I could do was 
keep on loving him and being there just 
in case he ever wanted me. 


ND NOW HE DID! What did I care 

if Beverly had goaded him into it? 
Even knowing it was Beverly he really 
wanted to be with didn’t hurt so much. 
The important thing was / was going to be 
with him on New Year’s Eve. 

I burst into the house, running breath- 
lessly out to the kitchen. “Mom,” I said, 
“T’ve got to get a formal—lI’m going to 
the New Year’s party at the Community 
House.” 

She turned, all smiles and pleased. “I’m 
so glad, Shirley. With Joe’s friend?” 

“No,” I said slowly, savoring my thrill- 
ing news. “With Kenny.” 

Her face fell. 

“He asked me,” I said defiantly. “He’s 
through with Beverly.” 

In a terrible, wrong way I did get Kenny 
because of what happened that night. But 
it was nothing like I’d planned it would be. 

Kenny came, like he promised, and he 
tried to be nice. We did go to the dance. 
but it was like Beverly’s shadow was right 
with us all the time. We were sitting off 
by ourselves having punch when Kenny 
burst out, “No wonder Beverly said this 
was kid stuff. What a way to start the new 
year!” 

“What would you rather do, Kenny?” I 
asked wistfully. Besides being with Bev- 
erly, I meant. 

He shrugged. “For one thing,” he said 


sullenly, “I'd like to toast in the new year 
with something besides this—” He looked 
at his cup of punch contemptuously. “This 
fruit junk.” 

I felt his hand on my arm. “I’ve got, 


bottle in the car, Shirl,” he whispered, 
“What would you say we had a drink tp 
the new year?” 

I looked up at him, warmed by his su¢. 
den enthusiasm. “I’d love to, Kenny,” | 
said. “It'd be fun.” We slipped out. 

He had it in the glove compartment, 
He took a big gulp, and made a face. The 
he handed it to me. I hesitated. I’d neve 
had anything but eggnogs at Christmas, 

Kenny said impatiently, “Don’t you like 
it?” 

I grabbed the bottle and swallowed , 
mouthful. My throat burned and m 
stomach felt like it was on fire. I thought 
it was awful, but as soon as I could talk, 
I said, “It’s good.” If this was what Kenny 
liked. I’d pretend I did, too. 

He was satisfied. He took more, but 
when he offered it to me, I only sipped. 
It wasn’t so bad that way. Besides the 
burning had stopped, and a warm gloy 
was spreading all through me. I snuggled 
closer. “It’s good,” I said again. 

He looked almost happy. He liked me 
again. I pressed my advantage. “Don’t you 
miss riding, Kenny?” I knew Beverh 
hated horses. I’'d heard her say something 
about the smelly stables. 

“Yeah,” he said. “Seems like I never get 
a chance anymore.” He took anothe 
drink. He turned to me, his voice and face 
suddenly excited. “Say, Shirl—what would 
you say we go riding tonight? Be fun ir 
the moonlight, huh?” 

“Oh, I'd love to,” I said. It was like oli 
times. 

He started the car, and then I remem 
bered the clothes I had on. “But m 
clothes,” I said . . . “And the horses ... 
Could we get them out? Would anybody 
see us?” 

He kept right on going. “Don’t worry, 
he said easily. “Won’t be anybody but u: 
and the horses and I know how to get in. 





There’s some jeans and stuff in the shack.” 

The place was dark and deserted. Kenny 
found a flashlight, and came around to help 
me out. My legs felt rubbery when I go 
out, but Kenny said the fresh air would f 
me up. When we got inside, he draped a 
old blanket over a rake at one end and 
some crates at the other. “A dressing room 
for the lady,” he said, and we both laughel 
again. Everything seemed so funny—it Wa 
a good happy feeling. We found the jean 
and an old sweater and a pair of sneakers 
I saw he still had the bottle. He was taking 
another drink when I walked behind the 
blanket. 

I can see now how wrong and crazy i 
was. Maybe it was the little bit of whisk 
I’d had—or maybe it was that I'd know 
Kenny so long and just wasn’t old enougi 
to realize how wrong it was. Anyway, # 
seemed all right then. I slipped off m 
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frilly formal and my petticoat. I was 
reaching for the jeans when it happened. 
| guess I must have bumped against the 
blanket. Anyway, the whole thing came 
crashing down, and there I was—in my 
bra and pants. For a second I froze, em- 
barrassed. Kenny was staring at me in 
the strangest way, his eyes all blurry and 
dark. I grabbed the blanket up around me, 
but he got up and gently pulled it away. 
His eyes bored into mine. 

I felt scared and ashamed—but excited 
too, This was Kenny looking at me, liking 
what he saw. His lips came down on mine, 
hot and urgent, and there was a trembling 
all through me. He whispered shakily, 
“You’re different tonight, Shirl. You’re 
heautiful—and sweet... .” 

My arms were around him, and his 
hands were warm and thrilling against my 
bare back. Somehow we were both down 
on the blanket, and the flashlight went 
out. There was only the moonlight coming 
in the window, and the sweet smell of hay 
—and Kenny so close. I didn’t think about 
right or wrong—Kenny was kissing me 
and loving me wildly—as if I was all he 
wanted in the whole world, and I revelled 
in it. I liked that part, and I liked the 
things he said about loving me and me 
being so beautiful and his wanting me so 
much, _ 

I didn’t like what he did afterwards. 
though. But I let him. I didn’t dare let 
him know he was hurting me—and making 
me feel ashamed. He’d stop then—and I’d 
lose him again. So I didn’t fight him or ery 
out—this was what Kenny wanted. I 
wanted us to be close. I wanted to make 
him happy—I wanted to be the one... . 


E NEVER DID ride that night. When 
it was over. we were both cold sober. 
Well, Kenny was. I think I was drunk with 
having Kenny again. I was so sure he 
loved me. I was so sure he was all through 


with Beverly—sure it was us now forever. ~ 


I didn’t mind his not speaking all the 
way home. I was full of my own dreams— 
I guess I thought he was, too. When he 
took me to the door, he didn’t look right at 
me. He said. “I shouldn’t have done it, 
Shirl, I'm sorry. I’m sorry it was you.” 

I said softly, “It’s all right, Kenny. I’m 
not sorry.” Because now he knew how hap- 
py I could make him—and he wouldn’t 
want any other girl again. 

I'd expected Kenny to come over the 
next day. When he didn’t, I told myself 
he'd pick me up for school the next day. 
like he used to before Beverly came along. 
When he didn’t do that, I made up more 
excuses. I’d see him at school and every- 
thing would be fine. 

I did see him at school, only it wasn’t 
fine’. It was in the hall, right after my 
English class. He was talking to Beverly. 
At first I just saw her face, all smiling and 
dimpling. Even before I saw Kenny’s face 
I knew. My heart was like a piece of ice, 
and I moved stiffly around to see him. He 
was gazing down at her with a begging 








look, his eyes worshipping. I stared stu- 
pidly, and he glanced up. He nodded, 
hardly seeing me, and grabbed Beverly’s 
arm, dragging her away. I felt like I was 
dead. All the time it had still been 
Beverly he’d wanted. He’d just used me. 
It hadn’t been me at all. Any girl would 
have done that night. 

I don’t remember much about those next 
seven weeks. I guess I must have done 
everything I was supposed to—like get up 
and go to school and came home and all 


that—from force of habit. But inside I 
was one seething mass of misery. I must 
have re-lived that night in the shack a 


thousand times, frantically trying to re- 
capture the warm wonderful feeling. But 
the memory only mocked me, and I'd feel 
physically sick with shame. I'd been so 
cheap—no wonder Kenny avoided me. I 
knew Mom and Dad were worried about 
me—but they didn’t say anything. They 
knew I was heartsick for Kenny. Maybe 
people do die of broken hearts, V'd think. 
I don’t know where or how it would have 
ended if I hadn’t got sick that morning. 

It was at breakfast. I never wanted to 
eat anymore, and especially that morning. 
I pushed the pancakes away, feeling sick 
at the sight of them. Mom said, “Oh, Shir- 
ley—you’ve got to snap out of this.” 

Dad looked around his paper, frowning. 
“This mooning over that young punk has 
gone far enough. Now you eat what’s put 
before you.” 

He was mad, and I didn’t feel up to a 


scene. So I forced myself to swallow a 
mouthful. And then it happened—TI began 
to cry. I felt so sick. 


Of course Mom and Dad stopped being 
mad, and Dad wanted to call the doctor 
right away. Mom said, “What is wrong, 
And suddenly. just like that, it 
Mom must have read it all 


dear?” 
dawned on me. 
in my face. I could see her knowing, too, 
“No, Shirley,” 
Dad helplessly. His face was like stone. 
“Maybe you have something to tell us, 


she gasped. She looked at 


Shirley,” he said flatly. 
There was no point in lying. 
what could I do if I did get away with it? 


Besides, 


I was scared. I began crying harder than 
But they kept 
about 


ever, great choking sobs. 
at me, and somehow [ got it all out 
that night, what we’d done. Mom began 
crying too. “I wish I could die.” I whim- 
pered. “I just want to die.” 

“You Dad said grimly. 
“We'll see what the Burkes have to say 


won't die,” 


about this.” 
but I didn’t hear what he said. 
care. Nothing mattered. 

Evidently Kenny hadn’t left for school 
yet. They all Mrs. Burke 
looked teary and sad, and Mr. Burke 
looked angry, like Dad. Kenny—vwell, it 
broke my heart all over again to see how 
beaten he looked—-so terribly young and 
cornered and ashamed. 

“Naturally,” Mr. Burke said, “Kenny 
will marry Shirley.” 


He went over to the phone, 


I didn’t 


came over. 
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enly something stirred in me. Life, 

g Kenny will marry Shirley. 1 had 

» work hard to keep my thoughts from 

ving through—crazy, wild new ideas 

tat whirled suddenly through my mind. 

| do whatever you want, Shirley,” 

Kenny was saying to me. “Whatever you 
think is right.” 

Mom stepped in front of him and sank 

on the sofa beside me. “You don’t 

e to marry him, Shirley,” she said. “We 

can go away for a while—the baby can be 

idopted.” She wiped at her eyes. “You're 


ing, dear, to be tied down because of 

mistake. You could start all over just 
f none of this had happened.” 

The expense would be ours,” Mr. Burke 


saw my chance slipping away from me. 
Then I'd be right where I was before— 
without Kenny. “I want to keep my baby,” 
| whispered. It sounded funny to me, say- 
ing it out loud. A baby! Well, there would 
be a baby. I didn’t care about that, though. 
jut if it was a way to have Kenny, then it 
would be all right. I could do anything 
to have Kenny—anything. 
finally it was settled. Everybody 
reed Kenny had to graduate—that was 
mths away—before he could work 
full time to support us. In the meantime, 
was the little shack near the stables. 
[t could be fixed up comfortably till Kenny 
on his feet. If we lived there, he could 
every spare minute he had at the 
bles. That way we could manage. 


tour mm 


there 


T OOKING BACK NOW, I can see I was 

“ the only happy one that next week. 
Mom and Mrs. Burke found all sorts of 
odds and ends of furniture for us, and Mr. 
Burke and Dad spent the week end re- 
pairing the place and making it livable. 
But they acted like they were getting ready 
for a funeral instead of a wedding. 

I didn’t even see Kenny again until that 
Sunday night when we were married in our 
living room with just our folk there. He 
didn’t speak to me until much, much later 

hen we were alone in the little cottage. 

It was cute and cozy. We even had a 
little TV set Mom and Dad gave us. It 
our home—Kenny’s and mine. I 
planned how I’d cook everything Kenny 
liked and I’d keep it spic and span, and 
I'd never be like other wives and argue 
ibout his helping or taking me out or any- 
thing like that. T’d just live to make him 
happy. I said, “You won’t be sorry, Ken- 
n 

He stood there with a trapped expres- 

on his face. Then he made his little 

fast and stiff, like he’d memorized 
it. “I should never have done what I did 
that night,” he said. “And of course I’m 
for both of us—it had to turn out 
this way. But I blame myself, and I want 
to do the right thing.” Something about 
the way he looked at me made me cringe 
with a kind of a guilty feeling. 
he went on, “since you want this 

[ guess that’s your privilege.” He 
away from me then, and his voice 


speech 


SOrTy 


inside 
‘And.” 

baby 
looked 
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was almost a whisper. “I just want to get 
one thing straight, Shirley. I’m not going 
to touch you again. This is just to get us 
through this mess. Then, maybe—well, aft- 
er that maybe you'll want to call it quits 
with me.” 

I gasped, almost choking on the words 
that crowded up into my throat . . . Like 
how I’d never want to call it quits—like 
this was all that mattered—having him. 
Not the baby, that was only my chance to 
get him. But all I said was, ““Maybe you'll 
feel different then too, Kenny.” 

He shrugged and began unpacking. He 
would use the couch in the living room, he 
told me. The bedroom was mine. I walked 
into it and fingered the pretty bedspread, 
looked at the dainty ruffled curtains, and 
felt kind of let down. This wasn’t going to 
be our room. But I was secretly glad 
Kenny wasn’t going to do that again. I 
hadn’t liked it. We were too young for that 
—maybe later, I thought. Just being with 
Kenny, doing other things together, that 
was all we needed now. I’m not going to 
touch you again, Kenny had said. He 
wasn’t going to kiss me or love me. Sud- 
denly I felt all trembly and weak just re- 
membering that part—his arms and his 
lips, his eyes all cloudy with love and de- 
sire those minutes before it had got bad. I 
felt myself burning with wanting him to do 
that again. And now it would have been all 
right. Because we were married. But he 
will, I thought. After he gets over being 
mad about having to marry me...IWVd 
make him love me and want me. I’d have 
time to show him how much / loved him— 
to make him happy. I’d make him see how 
nice it was being married to me. 

I had excuses for everything, for all the 
wrong things about our crazy, empty, 
wrong marriage. So what if Kenny didn’t 
talk to me at breakfast and tore out the 
minute he’d gulped down the last bite? 
When he came in late at night and went 
straight to bed with hardly a word, I'd tell 
myself he was tired, he was working too 
hard. 

And there was another wrong thing—the 
way I felt about the baby. It wasn’t even 
real to me. It was just something that made 
it possible for me to have Kenny. It was 
a kind of price I had to pay for having 
Kenny—and well worth it. 


(NCE. when Kenny’s folk were over 

and I’d prepared coffee and cake for 
us all, I found that out. I forgot Kenny’s 
milk and when he asked for it, I hurried 
out to the kitchen. I said, “I’m sorry, 
Kenny.” when I set it down. 

Mrs. Burke looked at me funny, then at 
Kenny. “You ought to be ashamed,” she 
said to him. Kenny flushed, and she turned 
to me, “You let him wait on you a little, 
Shirley.” Her voice was sharp and she 
wasn’t smiling. 

“But I like to wait on Kenny,” I said, 
puzzled. 

Kenny pushed back his chair and got up 
and, without a word to anybody, started 
fooling with the television. I thought, 


When Kenny realizes how much more | 
love him than anybody else ever could, 
he'll want to stay with me. He'll begin ty 
love me, too. 

It was after that night, though, that 
Kenny began fussing about me doing g 
much for him. Like one night when he was 
studying for an exam and I was sitting 
quietly as close as I dared, knitting socks, 
Suddenly he glanced over at me and said 
irritably, “Jeez, Shirley, haven’t I got 
enough socks? Haven’t you got something 
better to do than—” He bit his lip and 
ground out harshly, “Why don’t you knit 
something for your baby?” 

“But I like to do things for you, Kenny,” 
I sobbed. I held onto his hand, as if I could 
keep him close to me by sheer force. But it 
was like he couldn’t stand it the way he 
pulled away—like I was poison. 


S° I KEPT TRYING. But Kenny seemed 

to be getting farther away all the time 
instead of closer. We never actually 
quarrelled, though, until one night early 
in June. 

Kenny was later than usual for dinner 
that night. It was Wednesday when we 
always watched the fights while we ate. | 
pretended I liked the same programs Ken. 
ny did, fights and westerns and sport news 
The fights had started, but Kenny wasn't 
there—and I was keeping the dinner warm 
in the oven. I thought it wouldn’t hurt if 
I watched “The Big Record” till he came. 

I was so wrapped up in it I didn’t hea 
the door open. When I saw him I snapped 
the fights on. It was crazy the way I fel 
like I'd been caught in a lie. “I didn’ 
realize it was time for the fights,” I said 
guiltily. 

Kenny looked furious. He stalked over 
to me and snapped off the TV. “Why don' 
you admit you’d rather watch music?” He 
grabbed my shoulders and shook me. 
“Why don’t you insist on watching what 
you want once in a while?” he yelled. 

“But I don’t want anything,” I cried, 
“except what you want, Kenny.” It was % 
true. 

He backed away from me. “What's hap 
pened to you, Shirley? You used to stand 
up for yourself. You used to have a mind 
of your own.” 

Was that what was wrong, I wondered 
“Is that the way you want me to be, Ker 
ny?” 

His face got all mad and tight. “What 
difference does that make? Can’t you d 
anything just because you like—?” 

I tried to put my arms around him. ! 
couldn’t bear to have him look at me like 
that. But he pushed me away roughly and 
slammed out of the house. 

I stood there. I couldn’t even cry any 
more. It was like a raw wound way dow 
deep somewhere. It was as if when Kenny 
left me for Beverly I’d lost my will, m 
backbone—my desire for anything except 
Kenny. I thought about Beverly, how shed 
spoiled everything. Suddenly I wondered 
if Kenny still thought about her, if Beverly 
still liked Kenny. I wondered who she we 
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dating now—now that Kenny was mine. 

[found out less than a week later. I was 
gathering up some dirty clothes. I picked 
up Kenny’s plaid shirt and began unfold- 
ing the sleeves. Suddenly I noticed the 
greak of lipstick on the collar. My heart 
began pounding with fear, and I ran my 
fnger over it. It was lipstick—orangy, the 
color Beverly used. 

But Kenny wouidn’t, I told myself. I 
nk down on the pile of laundry, feeling 
big and clumsy and deserted by the whole 
world. After all I’d done. Hot, furious, 
helpless tears rolled down my face. I 
couldn’t leave him. I couldn’t give him 
up. He was all I’d ever wanted, all I ever 
would want. I wasn’t anything by myself. 
| was just one miserable, aching mass of 
need for Kenny. And he was mine. We 
were married. It would be so simple to tell 
him about the lipstick smudge, to ask him. 

Gradually I talked myself out of the fear 
inme. I’d have a real good dinner ready, 
and I'd make myself as pretty as I could. 
Then I’d ask him—and then I'd know it 
was all right. 

I never got the chance, though. I never 
knew whether Kenny would have lied out 
of it or not. He phoned just at dinner time. 
He said he was going to the library to cram 
for a history test—and he’d pick up a ham- 
burger at the drug store. I didn’t argue. 
| just wandered around for an hour, trying 
toremember all the reasons why it couldn’t 
be Beverly. By seven I couldn’t stand it 
any longer. I called Beverly. I planned to 
hang up when I heard her voice—when I 
knew she was home. Only it was her 
mother who answered, who said she was at 
Sue Blake’s, studying, and was there a 
message? I said I’d call her at Sue’s and 
yes, 1 had the number. 

I did call Sue then. I changed my voice 
and said I was in Beverly’s English class 
and needed tomorrow’s assignment—that 
Beverly’s mother had said I could reach 
her there. 

“I don’t know what made her think 
that,” Sue said. There was a long pause. 
I couldn’t seem to get my breath to say 
whatever I needed before 1 could hang up. 
Then suddenly Sue said in a cold voice, 
“She’s meeting some boy and I wish she 
wouldn’t use me as an excuse.” She hung 
up abruptly. 

I just sat there, holding the receiver, 
knowing, all my excuses evaporated. I 
couldn’t kid myself any longer. Kenny 
wasn’t over Beverly—and she didn’t care 
that he was married. 

Inever said anything about what I knew. 
I just went on. waiting on him, loving 
him, making myself be glad for what I 
did have. I admit there was a lot of pain 
and heartache. Now that I knew about 
Beverly, I could always tell when they’d 
heen together. There’d be a soft, faraway 
look in Kenny’s eyes when he’d come in. 
and he’d hardly hear what I'd say. Some- 
times I'd catch him looking at me—was it 
with guilt or hate? I couldn’t tell. Then 
were other times when I’d run into 
‘ome of the kids I used to go around with, 











and I could tell by the way they never 
looked right at me and wanted to get away 
that they knew too. It hurt of course, but 
I’d remind myself that it wasn’t impor- 
tant. Kenny was all that mattered. 

But he did keep on seeing Beverly. I 
tried not to let it upset me—she didn’t 
have him, I’d tell myself. But one night 
when he came in and I saw the dirt and 
grass all over the back of his jacket, I 
nearly went crazy. It dawned on me for 
the first time what they were doing—lying 
together in the woods. 

The next night when he made up some 
flimsy excuse and left, I was simply unable 
to bear it a minute longer. 

Hardly knowing I was doing it, I slipped 
out in the darkness after him. Quietly, 
barely breathing, I followed the sound of 
his footsteps. He moved on, and then I 
heard her whisper. 

“Kenny—over here.” He moved toward 
a clearing. 

I crouched down behind a big bush, 
hardly daring to breathe. I saw Kenny 
reach for her, saw her step back. 

“I’m all through with these sneaky little 
meetings in the woods,” she said coldly, 
“and lying and—playing second fiddle.” 
“What can I do, Bev?” he begged. I 
couldn’t see his face, but I could hear the 
agony and torment in his voice. 

“You can leave her now, tonight,” Bev- 
erly cut in. 

“You know I can’t, hon,” he reached out 
again, but she ducked. “I can’t till she 
has the baby.” 

“Maybe you do love her,” she taunted 
softly. 

“No,” he said, “You know I love you.” 

“Then you'll leave her and prove it to me 
—and we can go out openly where people 
can see us.” 

“If I left her now I couldn’t stand my- 
self,” he moaned. “I’d hate myself. Please 
understand, Bev . . .” 

Oh, Kenny, my heart cried, can’t you 
see she only cares about herself—what the 
kids think. She can’t bear to lose you to 
me. She wants to get even with me. 

“If you loved me half as much as I love 
you,” he was pleading. “you’d wait till—” 

“Well, maybe I don’t then,” she flung 
out. “But it’s like this. Either you leave 
her tonight 

Kenny grabbed her. “I’ll make you love 
me—” It sounded like he was crying .. . 
“If you'll only give me a chance.” He tried 
to kiss her, but she turned her face away. 

“Not unless you promise,” she whis- 
pered. 

He groaned. “Tonight—I promise . 

She let him kiss her then. They clung 
together and he kept kissing her—as if he 
couldn’t get enough. I thought I’d die. 
Suddenly I couldn’t bear to look at them. 
I felt physically sick. I don’t know which 
hurt them like that, or 
knowing Beverly wouldn’t really love him, 
no matter what he did. Seeing Kenny 
grovel and beg. Or realizing he was going 
to leave me—tonight! 
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I began to cry, soundlessly, chokingly. 
I began to feel horribly sick. Suddenly I 
had only one need—to get away. I moved 
silently, carefully, but I couldn’t see. Too 
late I felt the branch around my ankle. I 
grabbed for a bush, but I was too heavy. It 
came down with me. There was a loud 
crackling sound. And then the pain came, 
like a big engulfing vise, tearing my in- 
sides apart. I heard the screaming, but I 
didn’t know I was doing it. I didn’t know 
anything except the unbearable pain rip- 
ping me apart. 


T OPENED MY EYES slowly. I was in a 

hospital bed, and the sun was stream- 
ing through the window. Mom was sitting 
there, gazing outside. There was some- 
thing about her slumped shoulders—she 
looked so old. Everything came back so 
slowly like a slow motion movie. First I 
knew the baby was gone, even before I 
ran my hand over my stomach. Then I 
remembered how it had happened. The 
pain was gone. There was only numbness. 
And then I remembered Kenny was going 
to leave me. I couldn’t stop my little cry 
— it had all been so futile. 

Mom turned and came rushing over. 
“Oh, honey, I’m so glad you’re safe.” She 
was crying, and it hurt. 

A terrible feeling of desolation swept 
through me—all apart from not having 
any hold over Kenny anymore. There was 
an emptiness in my heart that hadn’t been 
there before. I began to cry too. 

We were all right where we had been 
before—except that I’d done so many aw- 
ful things because I loved Kenny. I’d hurt 
and shamed Mom and Dad. I'd spoiled so 
much for Kenny and his folks. And my- 
self—I’d missed out on my schooling, I’d 
lost my friends, I didn’t have anything. I 
wasn’t anything, not even a mother. 

Kenny came in slowly, his face tight and 
drawn and tortured looking. “You heard 
us—last night?” It was a hoarse whisper 
wrung out of him. 


I nodded, unable to speak. Anyway, 
what was there to say? 
He stood there, squirming, looking 


everywhere but at me. “I’m a rotten heel,” 
he burst out. “It’s all my fault—the 
baby—” His voice cracked, and he put 
his hands over his face. 

I tried to speak, to tell him it was all 
right, but I couldn’t make a sound come 
out. Finally he went on. “I want to make 
it up to you, Shirley. I want to do what- 
ever you want—if you still want me, we 
can try again.” 

The old hope that wouldn’t quite die 
stirred in me. Another chance—to make 
Kenny love me. But before I could say 
anything, the memory of last night rose up 
before my eyes and ears like an accusing 
ghost. 

I put out my hand, and he held it in his. 
That made it easier. Then I said, “No, 
Kenny. It’s no good.” He looked sur- 
prised, and I groped for words to make 
him see what I’d just seen. I told him none 
of it was his fault. I told him how I’d used 






the baby to bind him. I told him hoy 
kept thinking if I could give him enougl 
love, he’d have to love me. _ 
wasn’t only love I gave,” I said slowly, 4 
gave my pride and_ self-respect—ay 
decency . . . you can’t buy love with thoy 
things, Kenny. Love has to be free anj 
good and proud—and even.” I began en, 
ing, but I kept on. “I mean you bo} 
have to love and want each other.” 

There wasn’t a sound for the longey 
time. Finally, I heard him get up. “The 
you don’t want me,” he said. 

I shook my head. The relief in his yoj 
was heartbreaking. Not this way, Kenn 
not with you not wanting me . . . “Ma 
be now,” I choked, “you and Beverly 
I couldn’t go on. I felt his hand on mip} 
again. 

“I think that’s over too,” he said slowh 





unhappily. “I guess when loving som 
body makes you do things you’re ashame 
of—well, I guess, like you say, it’s , 
good.” After a minute I heard him tipe 
out. 


[THAT WAS a little over a year ago, 

went back home with Mom and Daf 
and they started the divorce action. 
never saw Kenny again. Two weeks laty 
he enlisted in the Navy—so I guess he’ 
meant what he said about being throug 
with Beverly. 

Last fall I went back to school for th 
second half of my junior year. It was! 
easy, but I held on. Outside of the sham 
and regret it was better than before 
made Kenny marry me, because I real 
tried not to brood... 

I didn’t graduate in June when I shou 
have—but I went to summer school an} 
got my diploma in August. And then| 
got a job with a utilities company. I'v 
been there three months now. I like th 
people—I even date a couple of the fellow 

Sure, I still love Kenny. I realized the 
last week when his Mom brought over! 
letter to show me—for two reasons. On 
was because he’s coming home for Chris 
mas. The other was because it was the firs 
time he mentioned me. He wrote: “Ho 
is Shirley these days? If she’s still 
do you suppose she’d be willing to go to 
show with me?” 

I knew then by the crazy way my hea 
began singing with hope it was still th 
same with me. Well, not exactly the sam 
because now I have a good healthy opini 
of myself as a human being—and a sa 
sensible attitude on love. If it isn’t 
given, it’s no good. 

In the meantime. there’s no reason wif 
Kenny and I can’t be friends again. 
course I can’t help hoping Kenny Wi 
come to love me someday, now that he & 
respect me; now that I’m learning to ke 
worthwhile person with something more 
give than a stupid, dog-like worship. ! 
if he never does—well, I’m only eighte# 
And I know now I can be happy and usé 
and respectful of myself until the ti 
kind of love does come tome. THEE 
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Any Man’s Woman 


(Continued from Page 39) 


it did seem almost a mercy to think of the 
day when her unhappy spirit would be 
freed from its helpless flesh. When she 
was gone I planned to sell the store and go 
far away from Greenburg. I wanted to 
start life all over again. I finished my high 
school credits by a correspondence course, 
kept busy in the store and nursed Mama. 

Mama lingered on for eight years. I 
was twenty-one when I finally packed my 
bags, went to her new grave to place a 
final bunch of roses there, and said good- 
bye to Greenburg forever. 

I had taken a business course with my 
mail order studies so all I needed was a 
few brush up lessons in a real business 
school. I studied hard, but I didn’t feel 
as carefree as I’d expected to. The only 
room I could afford was in a drab board- 
inghouse. I was still a plain-faced, tall 
girl who could not make friends easily 
can be so lonely. 

When I finished business school, I found 
a good job in an insurance firm. It was 
hard and exacting but I felt I had the 
most wonderful boss in the world. His 
name was Morris Donaldson. He was in 
his late thirties and so handsome with his 
dark eyes and greying hair. Now life took 
on a new meaning. I just couldn’t do 
enough for Mr. Donaldson. Coffee mid 
morning, extra errands during my lunch 
hour to save him trips down town. I even 
dusted his desk myself and cleaned his 
ofice for I wouldn’t let the regular char- 
woman “bother” his things. 

Silly? Sure, even I had sense enough 
to know that. I kept my feelings safely 
hidden under a prim manner. But I’d had 
such little experience with the normal 
things a girl feels. I’d never had a crush 
on a football captain or a movie star. This 
was just a slightly more adult crush and 
I knew it. He was happily married and 
I knew he couldn’t mean anything to me. 
I wasn’t really unhappy about it. He was 
the first man I'd been close to and I sup- 
pose my feelings were normal enough— 
up to a point. 

After I'd worked for Mr. Donaldson a 
few weeks I started having the dreams. 
The first time I woke up shaking. I 
pressed my hands against my eyes and my 
cheeks became red, remembering. Oh 
what a wicked dream! Mr. Donaldson 
and I had been alone in the office in my 
dream and I—Oh dear God, it wasn’t just 
a love dream. It was a vivid disgusting 
thing. I tried to put it out of my mind but 
the next day at work I kept remembering 
it every time I went near Mr. Donaldson. 
It was just a dream. A person can’t help 
what they dream, I thought. But I still 
felt ashamed. 

The only men who asked me for dates 
were the salesmen in the office and they 


were only teasing. They would have run 
if I'd taken them up on it. With my horn- 
rimmed glasses and tailored suits I looked 
older than my years and my devotion to my 
boss seemed very funny to them. I dis- 
liked these brash, self-assured young men 
and the one I disliked most was Joe Tate. 


NE RAINY EVENING I was waiting 

at the bus stop when Joe drove up in 
his flashy red car. “Get in doll-girl,” he 
called. “I’ll take you home.” 

I almost refused, but the rain was icy 
and I couldn’t afford to get sick and miss 
work, I got into the car. 

Joe had a few drinks under his belt, 
just enough to make him feel devilish. He 
swung the car out on the highway leading 
from town, 

“Where are you going?” I frowned. 

“Honey you need some fun,” he 
chuckled. “Before I take you back to that 
furnished room or wherever you live I’m 
going to give you an evening to write down 
in your memory book.” 

He took me to a roadhouse and insisted 
I have a couple of drinks. To his surprise 
I agreed. Since I was being such a good 
sport his fun was partly spoiled. He be- 
gan to act bored. “We'll leave right after 
the floor show,” he said. 

That suited me. I was ready to leave 
right then. But I think Joe had really 
brought me here to see the floor show be- 
cause he thought it would shock me. It 
was raw all right, but strangely enough I 
wasn’t shocked. The suggestive music, a 
man sitting close to me, all seemed to 
jumble up with those wild dreams I’d had 
of Mr. Donaldson. My heart began to 
pound and the blood beat at my temples. 
My mouth was dry and my nostrils seemed 
to flare each time I breathed. 

Joe looked at me with the first concern 
he’d shown. “Hey. Brycie old doll,” he 
said almost gently. “You’re getting kind 
of white around the lips. The drinks too 
much for you? Come on kid—let’s go.” 

My skin flinched as he slipped his hand 
under my elbow to lead me from the room. 
Mr. Donaldson, 1 thought. Mr. Donald- 
son! 

In the car Joe’s old brashness came back. 
“That was quite a show wasn’t it?” he 
teased. “Bet you never thought things like 
that went on.” His eyes glinted wickedly. 
“But just to make this really an evening 
to remember I’m going to kiss you good— 
right now.” 

He pulled the car off the road and 
stopped. “No,” I said faintly. He laughed. 
This was still just a gag to him. A few 
kisses and the prim Miss Bryce would 
really feel she’d live it up. He couldn’t 
know the wild emotions surging in me at 
this moment. 
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\s his lips slammed down on mine it 
is as if an electric current shot through 
[ gasped and raised my face for more 
More of Joe Tate’s kisses. Joe Tate a 
in I despised! But for a few seconds it 
Vr. Donaldson here kissing me. Then 
vasn’t Mr. Donaldson either. It was just 
man and I was a woman starved for love. 
| grabbed his head and pulled it down 
» that I could drink more of those wild, 
veet kisses. I moaned in ecstasy. “Love 
me,” I begged shamelessly. “Oh love 
[ can’t really blame Joe Tate, for he 
didn’t know what was hidden in the dark 
of my emotions any more than I 
lid. He was surprised and half frightened 
ind once he tried to pull away. Then there 
is no pulling away for either of us. 
Afterward, I was ashamed. Oh how I 
vas ashamed! Neither Joe nor I spoke on 


pl ic€ 


the ride home. When I got to my room I 
took a bath so hot it scalded my skin. I 
vanted to die. All the man-crazy old maid 


jokes I’d ever heard flooded through my 
How Joe would talk at the office to- 
morrow! I couldn’t go back. Even Mr. 
Donaldson wasn’t important anymore. Be- 
tonight had shown me how silly my 

rush” had been. Love my boss? How 
illy! But I didn’t love Joe Tate either. I 
ated him. Only... 

[ flung myself across the bed and cried 
vith bewildered self hate. Why had I done 
How could a good woman, a 
prim woman, lose all decency with a man 

ho actually disgusted her. 

But before I slipped into sleep I re- 
membered the pressure of Joe’s lips—his 
He had not left me satisfied— 
no, he had only left me filled with a wild 
If I could become so aflame with 
i; man like Joe, how would it be with some- 
ne I really loved? Oh what would it be 

with the right man? 


mind 


his—why ? 


caresses 


hunger 


A! TER I LEFT Mr. Donaldson’s office 

[ got a job in the payroll office of a 
At first I felt wretchedly alone 
still sick with shame. I didn’t even 
to make friends. But I decided to 
leave my furnished room and fix up an 
Maybe I'd feel happier if I 
had a real home. 

My apartment was a tiny place but I 
spent much time making it homelike. I 
made drapes and hung pictures on the 
walls and on weekends I cooked and baked 
is if | had a huge family, although I gave 
most of the food away. 

That’s how I got to know Merrit Moyer 

through a cake I’d baked and brought 
to the office. He was one of the packing 
room foremen and he came up to the office 
to get some work slips just as I was cutting 
the cake for the clerks’ coffee break. Of 
I offered him some. 

Merrit never shared another coffee break 
in the office. I think he felt out of place in 
s working coveralls and heavy shoes. 
sometimes after work he’d pick me 


— 
ry 
} 


ind 


want 


ipartment. 


course 





up for coffee or a drink. Then we started 
dating in the evenings. 

We had a lot of fun together. He'd 
been married once but his wife had died 
and he was lonely too. I didn’t think I was 
falling in love with him but sometimes I 
couldn’t help wondering what the touch of 
his blunt hands would be like—how his 
mouth would feel pressed to mine. It be- 
came a real struggle to sweep those 
thoughts from my mind. 

We'd been going together a little over 
cooking Sunday dinner for us. 

I hated to refuse him. so I said all right. 
In fact it turned out to be fun to fix a good 
meal for a man. After dinner he helped 
me with the dishes. Then I got some 
western music on the radio—he liked that 
—and we sat on the sofa sipping our cof- 
fee. 

That is—one minute we were sitting 
there sipping coffee. Then I leaned over 
to put some sugar in his coffee. My body 
brushed across his—and suddenly—well, 
all the hunger I’d been refusing to admit 
exploded in a wave of desire I could not 
deny. Just a few kisses, 1 thought as I 
pressed my lips to his and felt his surprised 
arms tighten around me. Just a few kisses 
because I’m so lonely. 

But if I had been killed for my sin, I 
could not have stopped with a few kisses. 
My need was too great. 

Merrit could hardly look at me when he 
left the apartment. “I’m sorry,” he kept 
saying over and over. 

Sorry! Merrit? It wasn’t his fault. Sick 
with humiliation I paced the floor that 
night. I was a bad woman—I had no 
morals. But I didn’t want to be bad. I 
just couldn’t seem to help myself. For 
the first time the terror of this need which 
I couldn’t understand touched me and I 
felt guilty and lost. 


NEVER expected Merrit to speak to me 

again. I just didn’t know how decent 
he was. The next afternoon he was wait- 
ing for me. We went to a quiet little cafe 
and in a stumbling voice he asked me to 
marry him. 

“Oh Merrit you don’t have to do this!” 
I cried in anguish. “Not because of—of 
last night.” 

Tears streaked down my cheeks. “You’re 
good and fine,” I gasped. “I'd be proud 
to marry you but—” My words broke off. 
Maybe marriage was the answer to this 
awful puzzle. I must be one of those per- 
sons who needed sex. Yesterday’s guilty 
love-making hadn’t satisfied me complete- 
ly, but that surely was because I had such 
a sense of wrong doing. Once I was mar- 
ried it would be all right. And I did love 
Merrit. Not with a blinding romantic 
love but with tenderness and respect. I 
reached out and took his hand. “I'd like 
to marry you,” I whispered. “Thank you 
very much.” 

For a few weeks after my marriage I 
was happy. Merrit had enough savings so 








we could make the down payment on , 
little house not far from the factory, | 
was even more fun fixing it up than j 
had been working in the apartment. }e 
wouldn’t hear to me keeping my job wy 
I had all my time free just to make my 
home pretty and fix nice things for him 
eat. 

But the nicest times came when Merrit 
was home with me. Being alone all day 
I'd get funny ideas. I'd think: You don’ 
really have a right to this—not like othe, 
brides. Merrit didn’t marry you because 
he loved you. He married you because he 
was a decent guy and you took advantage 
of him. 

Those thoughts burned like acid and [i 
try to make myself very busy cleaning the 
house or working in the flower garden, but 
no matter what I did I’d keep remember. 
ing “that night.” And remembering would 
bring a vivid picture of Merrit to my mind; 
his broad hands, his strong chest, his firm 
mouth. 

The first few times I flung myself into 
his arms the minute he got in the door he 
was surprised and pleased. But one eve. 
ning he pushed me away and said, half. 
mad, half embarrassed, “Gosh woman, 
I’ve had a tough day at the factory. Don't 
I get some food first?” 

“Tsn’t this food?” My lips moved along 
his rough cheek. “And this—” My lips 
found his mouth. He was the one to pull 
away from my kiss. “Lord, Rinda— 
honeymoon’s okay—but isn’t it about time 
the honeymoon ended?” 

I drew back in puzzled hurt. “I thought 
you liked to make love to me,” I whispered. 

“T do,” he frowned. “But golly, every 
day Rinda, and sometimes more.” His face 
was flaming. “Well, I’m only human 
honey. I can’t take it.” 

“Okay,” I said quietly and went out to 
the kitchen to see about supper. but all the 
time I was bewildered and I felt shamed 
and rejected. 

All that evening I tried to read a book. 
but all I could think was—“‘What have | 
done wrong? Finally Merritt looked up 
from his newspaper and his face softened. 

“Golly baby, I didn’t mean to make you 
mad. I was just trying to explain—h 
well—” He sighed and held out his arms 
In a flash I was in them. I held him tight 
ly. “Hold me,” I begged feverishly. Then 
— “Love me, love me . . .” crying the 
words in shameless desperation just as | 
had that first time in a parked car. 


ELL, Merrit made love to me, but! 

could sense he was forcing his desitt 
Sobbing quietly into my pillow after be 
was asleep I made up my mind I woulda! 
be humiliated again. From now on I'd ke 
Merrit make the advances. 

I tried. I didn’t meet him at the doo 
and fling myself into his arms again. | 
tried to behave primly like an old married 
woman. But night after night, the minult 
the lights were out, my pride would dit 
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solve in my dreadful need and once more 
| would be the aggressor. 

Finally the shameful moment came 
when, even in the sheltering darkness of 
our bedroom Merrit pushed me away. “For 
gosh sakes, Rinda,” he said. “Don’t you 
ever get tired? Sure, you can stay at home 
and rest tomorrow but I can’t and—/ want 
to go to sleep.” 

That night I couldn’t cry quietly. I 
know Merrit heard my sobs but they 
seemed to make him sullenly angry. He 
turned his back and went to sleep. After 
awhile I stopped crying and tried to be 
sensible. Just as Merrit said—married 
people didn’t make love every night after 
the honeymoon ended. It didn’t mean he 
was tired of me as a wife just because his 
need for me was dulled. But why wasn’t 
my need dulled too? Oh why couldn’t he 
satisfy me? 

Suddenly I felt I’d found the answer. 
Merrit never had really satisfied my hun- 
ger. That’s why I desired him so endless- 
ly. A great, sweet relief swept through me. 
It wasn’t my fault—it was his. 

How I tried to contro] myself in the next 
few weeks. But although Merrit seemed to 
think once or twice a week was perfectly 
normal and sufficient, it wasn’t for me. 
No matter how I tried there would be times 
when I was forced to beg for his love- 
making. 

Usually he tried to respond but once he 
swithed on the bed lamp and moved 
away, frowning at my passion-twisted face. 

“Rinda I just can’t understand you,” he 
said. “You aren’t like other women. 
Could you be—well—oversexed?” 

“Sometimes you act like a hussy,” he 
said bluntly. “I know I wasn’t the first 
man with you but I thought—well, we were 
both adults and I knew you were lonely. 
But now I wonder .. .” 


I WOULDN’T ALLOW myself to wonder 
too. Of course I wasn’t oversexed. Nat- 
ually Merrit wouldn’t put the blame on 
himself. No, having male pride he’d never 
guess that he was the failure. Maybe I 
could get him to go to a doctor. I’d have 
to be awfully tactful about it though. Good- 
ness, look how sensitive he was about not 
having me work. And then finally saying 
the things he had! It scared me just to 
think about mentioning a doctor to Merrit. 

So I didn’t say anything and the next 
time I felt I just must have Merrit’s love- 
making I slipped out of bed and prowled 
restlessly through the house smoking one 
cigarette after another. Finally I opened 
the front door and stood letting the cold 
night wind whip my nightgown back and 
forth, chilling my flesh. But nothing could 
cool the burning flame within me. Trem- 
bling I went back into the living room 
and opened the buffet where Merrit kept a 
seldom used bottle of scotch. Maybe a 
drink would relax me and help me sleep. 

The strong stuff burned my throat and 
made my stomach knot but I forced it 
down. At first it seemed the liquor only 
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inflamed me more, but I kept drinking. At 
last a dizzy drowsiness crept over me. I 
put the bottle back and went to bed. 

The next morning I awoke with a blind- 
ing headache. I could hardly get Merrit’s 
breakfast. Of course Merrit didn’t know 
I just had a king-sized hangover. “Maybe 
it’s an eyestrain headache,” he said gently. 
“Better see if your glasses need changing 
honey. And you take it easy this morning.” 

How I loved him when he was sweet like 
that! But I was glad when he left so I 
could grab a couple of headache pills and 
an ice bag. 

By noon I was okay. but when I was 
cleaning the house that afternoon I was 
horrified to see how much I’d drunk of 
the Scotch.” 

“Never again,” I even giggled a little 
as I put the bottle back. “That hangover 
cured me!” 

It hadn’t though. Night after night I 
used the Scotch cure—drinking myself into 
a stupor so I could sleep. The hangovers 
were almost a small price to pay. Merrit 
no longer looked at me puzzled and with a 
tinge of bewildered disgust. I was a “nor- 
mal” wife. But just as I believed I’d ad- 
justed my life the hunger flared up in a 
new and terrible direction. 

Each day I became more aware of the 
way I noticed men. Any man—storekeep- 
ers, the neighbors’ husbands, men I passed 
on the street. 

Then one day the delivery boy came to 
the kitchen with a load of groceries I'd 
ordered by phone. I was too sick with my 
habitual “hangover” to go to market my- 
self. At his knock I trailed miserably to 
the door. I was wearing a robe loosely 
fastened over my nightgown although it 
was almost noon. He was just a kid, about 
seventeen years old I guessed, and he 
turned his eyes away in embarrassment. 

“Here—” he thrust the bag of groceries 
at me. As I reached for them my shabby 
slipper threw me off balance. I stumbled 
against him. Bony young hands caught at 
my shoulder, touched bare flesh where the 
robe had slipped away. Between us we 
caught the groceries and placed them on 
the table. Then he hurried away. I knew 
the brief encounter had only embarrassed 
him a little, nothing more. But I was 
quivering all over in great, jerking spasms. 
I wanted the grocery boy! 

I almost screamed my agony of desire 
and my hundred times greater agony of 
shame. I buried my fingers in my hair 
and pulled—tugging fiercely as if the pain 
could dull the greater pain that was pulsing 
through my body. Then quivering, sick 
with loathing, I ran to the buffet and 
grabbed the healing bottle of Scotch. 
Without even bothering about a glass I 
raised it to my lips and gulped down great 
swallows. 

I managed to sober up just before Mer- 
rit got home by standing under a cold 
shower until my body felt blue and numb. 
But the house wasn’t cleaned up and sup- 
per was strictly cans. I explained I felt 
“sick.” 





T WAS ONLY a matter of time ung 

Merrit found out about the drinkj 
One day I didn’t get under the cold shoy. 
er soon enough and he found me sprawl 
on the sofa in a drunken stupor. He shoot 
me awake and poured black coffee doy 
me. His face was pale and angry. 

“T’ve thought you might be doing this’ 
he said dully. His eyes went around th 
little house, no longer well cared for by 
dusty and untidy. “Why Rinda?” 

I might have confessed everything to hin 
but he unpried my clutching fin 
“Honey I do love you,” he said. “But m 
God—I can’t come home and find you 
this and then be in the mood to make low 
You don’t have to bribe me with sex y 
love you. It doesn’t please me Rinda, | 
don’t know where you got the idea it did’ 

He had just taken the last hope awa 
from me but of course he didn’t know th 
I got up slowly and took the cold shove 
I should have taken an hour ago. Unde 
the icy spray I determined two things, [i 
have to keep on drinking or one day I'd) 
overwhelmed by these slimy, wicked & 
sires and heaven knows who I'd tum ty 
just as I had to Joe Tate so long ago. Bi 
never again would I let Merrit come hom 
and find me as he had today. 


T KEPT the first promise. I went « 

drinking and in an effort to keep Me 
rit from finding me passed out I started 
drinking at the Slipper, a little neighbor 
hood bar. 

Still, I could feel the never ending si 
hunger day after day—but I did. I'd starj 
the morning thinking: today will be dj 
ferent. Then a song on the radio, or eva 
Merrit’s voice calling up to find out hor 
I was, would start the torment agait 
Thoughts that at first I tried to drive ot 
of my mind, and then a physical tormet! 
of twitching nerves and burning skin. Ii 
think: How long has it been since Meri 
made love to me? Four days? A week- 
Oh God, no wonder I’m so hungry. A ma 
—any man—just for a few minutes. 

Ugly? Of course. It was horror. Te 
very filth of this thing would send me # 
most running to the Slipper. The barter 
der, Mike, had a wise old face. He’d se 
many things. I think he even understoai 
what was wrong with me. “I just com 
here to drink,” I told him that first after 
noon. “Don’t let any man join me—t 
even if I ask him to.” My voice was dé 
perate. 

“Of course not, Lady. This is a decetl 
place.” He wasn’t explaining orders. 1 
was reaching out a helping hand. It 
the only hand that was reached out to hel 
me in those days. 

He never let any man come near # 
either and he always saw to it I went he 
early and fairly sober. 

Thanks to Mike’s help I managed pret 
well. Oh Merrit knew I still drank s 
but he didn’t know how much. : 
fooled myself into believing I was gett 
my desires under control. Why some ¢ 
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B yent by without feeling hardly any temp- 
uti tion and when this thi ht me in it’s 
~ | ution and when this thing caught me in it’s 
img, jrutal force I could always go to the Slip- 
re and drink myself into control again. 
nied Then one day Mike wasn’t at the bar. 
Astrange bartender was there. I couldn’t 
™ geak to him, That’s the afternoon when 
[let a man join me in my booth. 


4 And that’s the day the liquor betrayed 
buf Be I told myself it was so good just to 


jt near a man. This stranger was quiet 
and mannerly. I’d talk a little while—en- 
joying the nearness of a man—then I'd 
leave. A true alcoholic must feel that way 
shout taking the first drink. 

Maybe this man knew the kind of wom- 
a Iwas too. He must have known because 
when his hand brushed against my knee 
[did not draw away. I just shivered—a 
long, glorious shiver. “May I walk you 
home?” he begged. “I won’t stay long.” 

Like one in a dream I nodded. I had no 
gnse of wrongdoing—only this madness, 
mounting into an ecstasy of demand. And 
there was a strange, desperate wondering 
—“Perhaps this man will be the one. May- 
be he will satisfy me so that I will never 
be hungry again.” 

But he wasn’t of course. He was just an- 
other Joe Tate. When he had gone I 
pressed my fists against my forehead in 
horror. I could hardly believe I had done 
this thing. 

Icried aloud my shame and remorse and 
when I saw the clock I screamed again. It 
was nearly time for Merrit to come home. 

Like a madwoman I rushed around try- 
ing to hide the evidences of the thing I’d 
done. But it was too late—oh much too 
late for a lost one such as I. 

When Merrit opened the front door I 
was frantically trying to empty the telltale 
subs from an ashtray. He stopped. His 
eyes saw everything—my tangled hair and 
flushed face, my wrinkled clothes and in 
the other room the bed still rumpled and 
accusing. 

“I should have made the bed first,” I 
thought stupidly. And then I knew it didn’t 
The, matter. He would have known anyway, 
i and, so great was my burden of guilt that 
Iwas almost glad he did. 

“You tramp,” Merrit said heavily. “You 
off Ma tramp aren’t you? I told myself 
anybody could be an alcoholic. But you 
*t didn’t want help. You just wanted this—” 
f¥ He motioned toward the bedroom. “Al- 
deg “4YS—this. I wasn’t enough for you. You 

had to bring a man here.” His face 
” twisted. “Here, to the house I’ve sweated 

We “Y guts out to buy for you.” He raised 
ol his hand and smashed me across the face. 
rl 











I fell to my knees. A trickle of blood 

inched down from my nose. Like a child 
» I sniffed but I made no move to defend 
op elf. I had no defense. 
“How many times—behind my back— 

Many times has a man been in my 
house?” His face was terrible. He could 
have killed me at that moment though and 
I'would have made no move. “Just this 
mee,” T said dully. 










“You're lying.” He was crying now, aw- 
ful, man’s tears slipping down his cheeks. 
“Shut up. Just shut up and get out before 
I choke the lying breath out of you.” 

How could I plead for myself? I stum- 
bled to the bedroom and yanked a few 
dresses down from their hangers and 
stuffed them into my overnight bag. To- 
morrow I could come back and get the 
others or Merrit could send them to me. I 
was crying too—so hard I could hardly 
see what I was doing, but I never once 
thought of begging for mercy. That was 
something I had no right to. 

When I got back to the front room Mer- 
rit was sitting at the desk. He looked up 
wearily and handed me a check. “Here’s 
two hundred dollars. all that’s in our sav- 
ings account. I'll sell the house and pay 
for the divorce. We'll talk about it later. 
Call me in the morning and let me know 
where you’re staying. I can’t talk to you 
now.” 

I nodded and went out the door. Numb- 
ly I went to the corner and caught a bus. 
I didn’t know what part of town it was go- 
ing to. I didn’t care. 


DON’T KNOW how many blocks I rode. 

Finally the bright lights of the shopping 
district flashed around me. I could find a 
hotel around here. When the bus came to 
a stop I got off and walked, my overnight 
case bumping my knees awkwardly. I 
passed a couple of the larger hotels then 
I came to a small hotel, The Rex. The 
lobby was shabby and the clerk didn’t ask 
any questions. 

My room was small with cheap maple 
furniture. I sat on the bed and stared at 
the buff-colored walls. Finally I couldn’t 
sit still any longer. I went downstairs and 
out into the night again. 

It was like a nightmare—me, Rinda, 
walking alone and friendless and without 
a home in a snowy city night. Oh God, 
was ever a soul as bewildered and lost as I 
in those hours? Why had I done these 
things? Was I crazy or just bad? 

At last I realized I was shivering with 
the damp cold. I had walked clear down 
to the riverfront district. Here were 
gloomy warehouses and dingy stores which 
were closed now. But up ahead on the 
slick, wet street the neon lights of a little 
bar flashed. Blindly I went toward them. 
I didn’t want to go into a bar now but my 
strength was leaving me. 

The bar was a cheap little place a lot 
different from the friendly Slipper but it 
was warm. The bartender, a heavy man 
in a dirty apron, came over and asked what 
I wanted. “A coke,” I said. At least I was 
free from the need to drink whiskey. I’d 
never liked it. 

I sat there sipping my coke and trying 
not to think of the endless questions which 
might be answered tomorrow—or never. 
Mostly I was just lost in a swamp of 
shameful pain. 

“Hey lady,” the bartender came back. 
“That guy there wants to buy you a drink.” 











Naturally Healthy Normal Hair GROWS from 
the HAIR ROOTS in YOUR SCALP. The condi- 
tion of your hair often depends heavily on the 
natural health of your scalp. Years ago, 
DOCTOR CARNOT invented a medicated tar 
formula called CARBONOEL which is mixed 
with many proven beneficial ingredients. 
CARBONOEL is such a strong, powerful 
antiseptic and does such fine work in helping 
an ITCHY, BUMPY, DANDRUFFY scalp that 
many DOCTORS regard it highly and PRES- 
CRIBE it for many scalp troubles. Many 
annoying externally caused scalp conditions 
are greatly relieved by the use of this Triple 
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GENUINE SCALP FORMULA now. It will be 
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Dept. YC-9, Sheepshead Bay, Brooklyn 35, N.Y. 
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ictively I turned to look at the man. 
broad-shouldered and short like 
but his face was heavy and course. 
re a wrinkled flannel shirt. The shirt 
n at the throat and a mat of black 
prayed above it. A beast. a hairy 


ed beast. I shivered. 


[ said bluntly. I looked down at 

I could still feel him watching 

e look tingled up the nape of my 
The blood began to run swifter 
my veins. Oh no! I thought in 

Vot now! Not when just this after- 


tioned to the bartender. “Put some 
in this coke,” I ordered. “A 
hot.” The bartender grinned and 
away. I gulped the drink as soon 

i rought it back. 
hairy man grinned and came over 
down beside me. “I'll pay for that 


iway,” I whispered. He laughed. 
look lonesome.” He put his meaty 
mine. All of my flesh became 
nd melting like candle wax. I looked 
and I guess my eyes begged him 
eyes of some wounded creature. 
took my look to be one of invitation 
slid his hand up my arm to my 
[ quivered all over. Oh that touch! 
ploding hunger. Could this man 
ne? Could a beast like this satis- 
low, ugly hunger within me and 
e free. Could he be the one? With 
ran from the room. 
me—follow me! The monster in 
d was begging that awful man. He 
follow me. I had run away from him 
unted to go back to him. I put my 
uround the cold iron bars of a 
[ leaned there, holding myself as 
ined. I’'d run away. I wouldn’t go 
I'd go on. But to what? To an- 
r and another beast? And another, 
ther. If a man passed now, walk- 
he falling snow, would I reach out 
and say—‘Lonesome Mister?” 
Dear Lord, I might. 
was no place for one like me. No 
<cept one. Maybe I'd walked this 
purpose. Maybe I had known 
[ was going to end—this night or 
difference did it make? 
ere I had gone wrong. My steps 
e on led downward. I couldn’t 
elf. As long as I lived I'd be bad. 
as I lived! 
y a deep breath and pulled myself 
rom the iron fence. The thought 
bright lights of the little bar called 
[ turned from them. There was 
but shame for me in the bright 
of the world. I belonged to the 
to the night, to the rushing water 
uld cleanse me and set my torment- 


what 


at rest. 
ilked on. 


My footsteps were muf- 
the wet pavement. I walked toward 


ND THAT’S WHY I stood at the edge 

of the bridge and looked downward. 
I was not afraid. But, I hesitated. The 
cigarette was finished. I flung it into the 
current. Now, I told myself. Now—now— 
I leaned far over the bridge rail. I cried 
out in a frustration as great as I had ever 
known. I wanted to die—I wasn’t afraid 
to die—but I couldn’t. I. who had been 
unable to say “no” to a man. was unable 
to say “no” to life also. 

Sobbing and crying I stumbled away. 
At no moment of my life have I hated my- 
self more than I did then. 

I didn’t go back to the hotel. I didn’t 
even remember there was a hotel by that 
time. I just walked and stumbled and fell 
and got up and walked again. “Shelter”— 
I whispered over and over and I meant 
more than just a place to stay. I had to 
find shelter. 

Perhaps Mary Magdalene, the patron 
saint of all sorrowing, wayward women 
was watching over me that night. I'll al- 
ways believe some divine help led me to 
the one building that was open at that 
hour of the night—to the one shelter for 
such as I. 

I saw the gleam of light from the nar- 
row windows first. faint light that came 
from candles burning. It meant only light 
to me then and a place of warmth. I crept 
up the shallow stone stairs, worn into un- 
even hollows by many feet. Perhaps I 
knew I was going into a church but I don’t 
think so. I pushed the wooden door open 
and fell to my knees—not in prayer, but in 
exhaustion. An old priest coming in at 
four in the morning to conduct a Printer’s 
Mass found me there. 

“My daughter.” he said bending over 
me. His face was very kind. 

Daughter—not of a stern mother and a 
weak father—but daughter of Someone 
gentle and kind and firm. Daughter of 
someone who would not cast the greatest 
sinner away. 

“Help me—oh help me,” I cried. 
think I am very sick.” 

I did not mean sickness of the body but 
he saw at once I was burning with fever. 
His thin old arms went around me, lifting, 
helping. When I had staggered what 
seemed a very long distance, a door opened 
and women in nun’s white habits were 
gathered around me. Their arms went out 
too. 

Sometime later I knew I was lying on a 
bed, covered warmly. Another one of those 
flickering candles burned before the tiny 
statue of a woman in a blue robe. She had 
the kindest, purest face. The face of the 
nun who sat by my bed was kind and pure 
too. I looked at those faces as if in their 
pureness I could could wash my own sins 
away. 

Then, sighing like a weary child, I closed 
my eyes and slept. 

I was very ill for several days from ex- 
posure and nervous strain. During hours 
of high fever I babbled my torment, cry- 
ing out again and again for someone to 


best 


A 


save me. When I finally came up o 
the blackness I found I was in St. 


Hospital. And miracle of miracles— 


rit was there. 


“Thank heaven you’re better.” were 
first words he spoke when the doctors 
“Oh forgive me Rinda 


him see me. 
didn’t know you were sick.” 


I didn’t know what he was talking abo 
“Merrit?” I whispered puzzled. “Fo 


you?” 


I couldn’t believe I was hearing ri 


I thought I was still in a fever dre 
but such a lovely dream. 


S THE DAYS passed and I got stre 
er, the doctors had talks with me 
and I had a series of tests to detern 


just what was wrong. During those tes 


first heard the word I’d feared so 
Nymphomania. 
maniac. 
withstand my craving for sex as it 


I was a true nymp 
It was as impossible for me 


have been for a dope fiend to turn a 


from dope without help. At first the d 


tors thought it might be an emotic 


thing caused by my years with a strict, 


ter mother. They later discovered that 
my case it was physical. I had a horme 


producing tumor on one ovary. This t 


was flooding my body with sex demand 


could not refuse. 
“But can I be cured—not just for a 

but always?” I asked anxiously. 
“Yes indeed,” he smiled. 


“We'll ' 


to remove that ovary. You can still f 
children, however, for the other ovary 
take care of that. And you must not 


afraid that you will pass any moral 
to them. In fact, this trouble has d 
your husband and you closer toge' 


Three years have passed since that aw 
day when I stood by the river and h 


myself because I could not end my 
That life I wanted to throw away is 
full now. Merrit and I have a six-m 
old baby son and the shadows of the 


seem far behind us. But I would hay 


heart if I didn’t sometimes think of 
women who suffer as I suffered. I 

could cry out to all of them: “Th 
help!” 
emotional and not a physical illness 
is hope through psychotherapy. If a 


an has the courage to want to change 


can win her fight and there are skil 


Even when nymphomania is” 


and understanding doctors to help her.” 


And you who have never been c 


with such an evil—if you could only 
derstand too and instead of whispers 
scorn give help. That “scarlet” wa 


may be a desperately sick woman. 


The veils of prejudice have been rig 


from mental illness and alcoholism. 
is why I have dared tell my story. I 
another veil to be lifted aside. WV. 
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mania. An ugly word. But the women 
walk in its shadow are not always 1 


They are ill and so very lost. 
Candlelight guided me to safety 


snowy evening—So I guess you'd say! 


is my small candle, lit against their 
ness. 
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